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Centuries ago a great philosopher wrote; “When I was a 
child, I understo^od as a child,” But it was left for a later 
age, for PeStalozzi and Frbbel, for the psychologists of our 
own day, to discover hov/ the child “understood,” Upon this 
discovery is being bullded a new education.
The new education which is builded around the child and 
proceeds from the child's point of view and seeks to meet his 
interests and needs has made marvelous progress in modern time.
It is partly due to the stimulation that comes from the 
rapid advance of this new education and the realization by 
some of the educational leaders of the Christian Chinches of 
the great failure of the Church in her task to develop the 
religious life of those children in her fold, that attempts 
are being made to discover the religious needs of the child 
and the methods by which they may be met. Hence the new 
religious educational movement that is now beginning to sweep
over the whole Christian world.
Practically all of the writers of the Sunday school 
lessons have taken a new departure in their religious educa­
tional views and ace attempting to grade the lessons to meet 
the different stages of the developing child. But many of 
them have failed to accomplish what they intended to do.
They admit that the religious needs of the child should be the 
sole criterion'for determining the curriculum, but they have
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not yet been able to state from their own experience Just what 
those religious needs are without resorting to their apriori 
conceptions, which,in many instances,are based upon fallacious 
suppositions and assumptions. Likewise, they probably have 
the clear distinction between the means and ends and that 
subject-matter is to be looked upon as a means to an end, but 
they fail tbw.find out what the true ends are, wBLich oiJight to be 
sought. Most of them Insist on using some biblical materials 
in preference to some non-biblical materials, which are better 
adapted for the religious training of the child. The Bible 
should be the chief source from which we draw the materials.
But the Bible is only the chief instramentality among many 
others, and does not provide all the materials that are needed. 
Again there is a great necessity today to clear up the 
conception of the aim of fieligious Education. Home of the 
recent coursed of religious education for the beginners, which 
are considered as the most advanced ones, are far from being 
adequate to tflulfill the purpose for which they were intended.
They are adapted to the child*s interests perherpa, and some 
of the lessons me? be well written and possess dramatic ap­
peal, but they do not lead to religious attitudes, do not 
create religious ideals, do,fire religious interests and en­
thusiasms, do not ground religious loyalties, and do not re­
sult in a growing consciousness of G-od. They do not help to 
make life spiritual and ethical. There is course of reli­
gious education for the beginners, which author advertised 
as the fruitful result of her experiments with children for many /
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years, but we find that there are only eight biblical stories 
very poorly written, and thirty-eight stories taken from .nature 
and literature, which contain very little religious truth and 
certainly do not lead to religious attitudes and result in a 
growing consciousness of G-od, ThlS;^typical of nany other 
courses that have been written in recent years. All of the
defects of theses courses are largely due to lack of compre
hens ion by the writers of the aim of religious education. 
What is the aim of religious education? It iias been
admirably.•-ciefined by Dr. Betts in the following words:
The aim of religious education is (1) “to supply fruitfu:|. 
knowledge; that is to say, knowledge of religious truth of 
such nature that can be immediately set at work in^the Ilf® 
of the child, now and in the years that lie ahead; 50 3
guide and stimulate the child "to right attitudes, to religious 
interests, enthusiasms and loyalties which urge to action^^ana 
develop a true sense of what is most worth while in life; and 
(3) to help the child to have the power and the will to use 
the religious knowledge and enthusiasms supplied by education 
in the acts and conduct of the daily life.
In other words, briefly stated, the aim of religious 
education is (1) to supply fruitful knowledge of religion, 
(2) to stimulate right attitudes, and (3) to develop skills 
of daily conduct. Any curriculum material of religious 
education for the beginners should be tested by this thread-
fold aim.
This thesis is only an humble attempt to correct some of 
the outstanding defects found in the current materials for the 
religious education of the beginners and to give type of material^ 




The lessons and the songs given in this thesis form 
one-year course of Sunday lessons for the mothers to teach 
their four-year-old children. The writer has realized, on 
the one hand, the great demand by the mothers for a good 
course of Sunday lessons with a few well selected songs for 
the children; and, on the other hand, the advantage of sub­
stituting the present system, of giving lesson leaflets to 
children to take home after the Sunday school, with lessons 
bound in book form. In the long run, the latter is less 
expensive and more serviceable to the children 4nd their 
mothers than the leaflets, which are easily destructible 
and losable. The mothers' book should be identical with 
the teachers' book, except,in the latter, there should be 
the teachers* notes and suggestions.
In planning this course of lessons, the first and 
most vital problem kept constantly in mind has hfeen the four- 
year-old child and his characteristics, physical, mental and 
spiritual, his Interests and problems. The writer, previous
to planning this course, studied carefully the psychology of
*
this age; then prepared a chart, showing dominant characteristics 
of the child and suggesting plans for ajeligious education in 
connection with each; and finally tested this chart with per- 
sonal observations and contact^, as an assistant teacher.of the
This chart appears elsewhere in this thesis,
C"
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Sunday kindergarten of Morgan Memorial Institutional Church,
Boston, Mass. Many valuable suggestions have ^been given by . 
trained kindergarteners, who are experienced mothers.
Guided by this chart, an itemized list was prepared, 
showing briefly the knowledge, the attitudes, and the iihSS-,
of conduct, v/hich the beginners can accomplish in light of 
their spiritual capacit5:es. Theoo- knowledge, attitudes,
and lines of conduct should be:knowledge of God's love, and 
love for God and parents; loving obedience and cheerful ad­
justment to necessary rules; joyous, kindly, and gratdful 
sentiments toward God and their parents; habits of prayer 
started as the outcome of conscious gratitude tov/ard God; 
deeds of kindness as an expression of the child's v/illingness 
tc Imitator the Heavenly Father's love; truthfulness and 
cleanlllness as the outcome of the child’s recognition of 
their value in life and the practical application of the 
religious knowledge in dally life.
Thus the aim’ of religloi^ education for the beg in -
ners_^in light of what beglnnagsycan accomplish is: —
To lead the little child to the Father by helping him:,
I, To attain to a knowledge of God,
(1) As the heavenly Father who cares, loves, and gives;
(2) As the Creator of life and nature:
ll. And to carry over his religious knowledge to actual living^ 
expressed by:
(1) Love for God;
(2) Willingness to coorporate with Him in rendering good 
service to fellow beings and showing kindness to all ^
created lives^
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(3) ?hankful and grateful spirit,shown in praises and 
simple prayePB;
(4) Loving obedience toward God, parents and teachers;
(5) Cheerfulness, truthfulness, and cleanliness.
This aim of religious education has been kept constantly 
in mind by the writer and every lesson in this thesis is in­
tended to meet the aim.
There are four important points that have been born in 
mind in preparing and organising these lessons. These are:
1. The lessons are presented in story form and in very 
simple language. The story may contain several truths; but, 
as the child can grasp but one truth at a time, the story is 
told now for the purpose of pointing one truth. In other words, 
it has one point, and one only.
2. The truth is one that touches the daily life of the' 
child; that is, a story is told from a point of view thit will 
bring within the child’s realm of thought and of action.
3. Several stories relating to the same truth, or principle 
or right living, are presented in a sequence. In other wordsy
the lessons are presented under Topics.
4. All these topics are not arbitrarily chosen. They are 
chosen to bring out,in clearness, the great theme--to lead the 
little child to the heavenly Father. The topics are related 
to each other psychologically. -For example, the first thpio 
is Our Heavenly Father's Care. This topic is chosen because
every child haa the experience of h'is mother's
experience can be vivified and borrowed over to i±ius Lrat4=-~
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the heavenly Father's care. The second topic is Thanksgiving 
for Care. This topic is planned for the Thanksgiving season 
and is naturally related to the first topic. After Thanksgiv­
ing, the same idea is carried over th the Christmas season, 
that is to thank God for His best gift, which is the baby 
Jesus. So the topic for the Christmas season is Our Heavenly 
Father's Best Gift. The fourth topic is Love shown thru Care.
In this topic the idea of care is a familiar one, which is 
utilized to l)ring out and emphasize the great truth—Love.
The fifth topic is the Loving Care of Jesus, In this topic, 
the ide® of love and care are equally emphasized, but in addi­
tion to these ideas, the character of Jesus is introduced as 
a representative from God. The idea of care is again introduced
in the sixth td)pic, which is God's 0are of Life, This topic is 
with the preceding ones, but is very appropriate to the
Spring and Easter season. The following three topics are in­
tended to bring out the child’s response toward the heavenly 
Father's Love and Care, which are emphasized in the preceding 
topics. Hence the topics-are: 'Our'Fart in the Care of Flowers 
and Birds; Duty of Loving Obedience; Friendly Helpers,or Help-
fulness.
The material for this course has been selected from various 
sources^ Some of the stories, which ^^g^aken out 6rom some 
story books have been radically modified and adapted. Some 
of those written by the writer have been tried out 
children in Morgan Memorial and the responses of the children 
were very satisfactory.
* See appendix B.
The chief regret that writer has in preparing this 
thesis is that more than half of the lessons given here 
have not been tried on children.
Sometime ago, a mother from Brookline said that her 
little girl, who used to have considerable fear for dark­
ness, insisted on sleeping in a perfectly dark ®<Dom after 
she had heard the story about the Friendly Darkness from 
her teacher, and said that she loved the Friendly Darkness, 
and the moon and star light, which reseals God's love and 
care. It is certainly a safe principle to adopt that 
every lesson intended for the children should bring 
responses from them^ such as was obtained from this little 
girl*
NOTES FOR MOTHERS
There are thirty-one lessons in this course and they 
are arranged according to the seasons to arouse more interests 
in the child and to add you in telling them. The plan Is to 
give the child three or four stories in each month, and the 
last Sunday of the month is reserved for reviewing the lessons, 
or for something else, which you may planor your children.
You will undoubtedly find that your child(V^ant| to hear the 
same storjes,which have been told in the Church School. If 
you have chance to tell the lessons to them over and again, 
the’-teadhiiigS' frombbhe lessons will certainly be deeply rooted 
in their mihdjand give them valuable guides for their daily 
conduct •
The few well selected songs attaj/ched to this book should 
be taught yourdchildren and constantly sung at home. If 
they can sing the songs very well and know them by heart, they 
will enjoy t?^Tihg them in the Church School with other children, 
and the worshipful and devotional spirit will be greatly en­
hanced by their ability to sing.
Each Sunday during the year, a letter will be sent to 
you from the Beginners' class, tov.which your children belong.
By means of this letter, you will received some valuable 
suggestions as to how ho help your children to put into prac­
tice day by day, in their home life and in their play life, 





The songs given in this book have been carefully selected
have been tried on the children in many kindergartens with
great success. Most of them were selected by Miss Munkres,
Miss Thomas, and Miss Montague.
These songs may be grouped into fGuro types; namely,—
Prayer and Praise Songs
Morning Thanksgiving--?
Thanks for daily blessings--21 
Thanks for food--8 
Evening prayer--4 
Morning Hymn—3 













Those containing religious element 
Our Father's care—16
Night and day--l , ^How strong and sweet my Father s care 2 
Little lambs so white and fair--12 
The birdie's song--20 
In the Bethlehem stable—6 
Jesus loves me-“24
some of the songs given here do not contain religious ele­
ment, but they have the great value in illustrating the reli- 
gious truths given in the lessons
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The principles on which we should "base our selection of 
songs and hymns and which may he easily applied as a test in 
selecting son^ for young children are:
1. All songs and hymns should be short,
2. The ideas expressed in verse should he good and should
he within the experience and undersianding of the pupils,
3. The words should suggest the music; and,iikewise, the 
music should suggest the words.
4. Songs and hymns should always embody a wholesome mood 
or feeling,
5. The music should he simple in form and good,
6. Care should always be taken to have songs and hymns 
written in the right key.
7. Ordinarily the compass should he between ?P or* Sb 
and ¥#,
8. Use few songs during the year, not more than ten or
twelfe,
Following these principles additional songs that may be 
needed may be selected from the following song books 
Riley and Gaynor-Songs of theWalker and Jenks-'Songs and Games for Little Ones.
Poulsson-*-Holiday Songs t^4-+io Dav
Poulsson and Smith-Songs for 
Danielson and Conant--Songs forPatty and Hill—Song Stories fnr The Sunday School.
Leyda Pub. Co.--Carols,
Leyda Pub. Co.--Melodies.
Beard--Songs and Hymns.Winchester and Conant--Worship and Song.
- xiv
PICTURES
Most of the pictures used in this cours^ are taken from 
the Beginners* Course of the International Graded Lessons. 
Additional good pictures for illustrative purpose may be 
obtained from the Perry, the Brown, and the Wilde Picture 
Companies. The Perry pictnes are the best of all.
In selecting and using pictures, it is important that 
the following principles are obSerbed:
1. The print should be good,
2. The color should be pleasing, soft, and artistic.
3. The picture should have a corrdct title,
4. It should be an aid to the story.
5. The facial expressions of the figares in the pictures should 
be good,
6. It should show the whole object and ^'^4 ^ part,
7. It should not be too scientific and should be within the
child's experience,
8. It should not deal with symbolical and analogical themes,
9. It should contain^objects of interest; such as, birds, an­
imals, or other lives,
10. It should be meaningful.
11. To advoid confusion, use only one artist's ooncepJ^J^ of an 
incident.
12. It should help to create the atmosphere desired,
13. It should present a high ideal.
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A CHART OF THE CtlARACTERISTICS OF THE FOUR-YEAR-OLDS
Suggesting Pland for Religious Education 
in Connection with Each.
PHYSICAL CHARACTERISTICS
Rapid grov/th of body necessitating much physical activity. Cr^s tiessness, mischievousness , etcT5 
Do not repress activity, but so direct it that it will 
aid in training.
Many diseases and physical crises,[First manifestation is frequently irritability, etc.) 
Study and correct physical conditions before punishing 
a child.
Large Muscles developing; no handwork requiring the use of 
small m4cles~^e given.
CHARACTERISTIC PHASES OF EMOTIONAL LIPE
Instinct-feelings especially prominent.
( Symptoms numerous ^nd differing with different forms of 
feeling.)
Hunger to be satisfied: fear and anger to be led to their 
higher moral and religious forms: love and sympathy to 
be developed through exercise: imitation and curiosity 
to be utilized in giving knowledge.
The play instinct.(Continual manifestation in many familiar ways.) 
Encourage forms that aid in developing moral character.
INTELLECTUAL POVERS AND ATTAINMENTS
Sense perceptive powers dominant.
(Knowledge gained by observation and esperimentation with 
material things. Active or analytical observations 
la eking,)
Make teaching objective by use of nature study, 
and expressional activity, etc.
Fancy and reproductive imagination active (random)
—r^felcing ‘believe’" in play: exa^erated and untrue stories,ete 
TUse myths, fairy tales, e.tc; correct harmful tendencies' 
by cultivating accurate observation and description.
Power of sustained attention weak.(Tnattention, listlessness, restlessness, etc.)Make lesson periods short and introduce variety)
Vocabulary very small,(Misunderstanding of familiar phrases, misuse of words, etc.) 





Impulses to v/onder , to make, to 
-sriOjA to dramatze^,





(Tnterest in birds, flowers, 
Teach God's care fer nature
insects, stars, clouds, wind^tc.) 
and thru nature for me,
Action.
T^ecial interest in living %f. and in moving objects and^v 
rhythmical raoveraentfand activities.J)
Childhood . ' . . x
(Manifested in personal relation, choiae of stories, etc,} 
Present teaching largely thru stories of child life.
GROWTH OF THE SOCIAL SELF.
Imitation of elders, "make believe/' but impulsive individualism.




NOTE: This chart is based on Dr, St. John’s Chart of Childhood; 
most of the classifications and statements fromDr. St. 
John's chart are used here with^odification-5
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LESSON 1
A MOTHER AND HER LITTLE BOY 
THEME.i--Our Heavenly Father's Care.
AIM.--To lead the little child to appreciate the loving 
parental care.
STORY MATERIAL.--! Samuel 1:1, 2, 10, 11, 20-28, 19; 3:1-10.
Once there was a woman.
She had no child. Hannah 
longed for a baby more than 
for anything else. Other 
women had little children.
0, how she wished that in 
her home there might be a 
child of her very owni
When the grapes had 
turned purple, and the corn 
was gathered in, Hannah vrent 
up to God's house. There she 
asked God, the heavenly Father, 
to give her a baby boy. "If you will, he shall be God's boy," 
she prayed. Tears rolled down Hannah’s ohdeks. She prayed 
a long time. Sometimes she spoke out loud. Sometimes she
only thought her prayer.
The days came and. went, and one happy day Hannah held
2
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in her arms a little baby boy, God has sent him to her. 
Hannah named the baby Samuel. That year, when the grapes 
had turned purple, and the corn was gathered in, Hannah 
did not go up to God's house. She had to stay at home and 
take care of her child. She had to feed him, and bathe him, 
and dress him, and put him to sleep, and watch him, and play 
with him, as all mothers take care of their babies.
Day by day the baby Samuel grew up into a little boy.
0, How Hannah loved his .cunning waysi Often she held him in 
her lap and told him stories. She kissed him when he cried. 
She showed him- how to say little words. She helped him to 
take little steps. She taught him to be a loving child.
She told him that he was not only her child, but that he 
was God's little boy, too.
Then one day, when Samuel was old enough to feed and 
dress himself, Hannah and his father took him up to God's 
house. Here lived a kind old man named Eli, Hannah said 
to Eli: "This is the child I prayed for. God gave him to 
me, and so he shall be God's boy,"
Hannah left Samuel with Ell, and went home without 
her child, Eli needed some one to do his errands, for he 
was nearly blind. And Eli taught Samuel how God's little 
boy could help in God's house.
But did Hannah forget him? No, indeed. Every year, 
when the grapes had turned purple, and the corn was gathered 
in, Hannah came up to God's house, and brought a little 
coat^that she had made for her boy. Day after day, as she 
sat sewing on little coat, she thought about Samuel,
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She wondered if he had ghown and if the coat would fit.
She thought of questions to ask him. They had happy times 
together on these visits. Every year the coat was larger, 
for Samuel grew and grew. God loved him. Hannah loved him. 
Other people loved him.
One night Eli lay sleeping, and Samuel lay down to 
sleep. It was dark; but one golden lamp burned. All at 
once Samuel heard a voice calling, "Samuel went and lay dov/n.
Again a voice called, "Samuel!" and Samuel got up and 
went to Eli and said, "Here am I, for you called me!" And 
Eli answered, "I did not call you, my son. Lie down again." 
So Samuel went and lay down.
Once more a voice called, "Samuel!" and Samuel got up 
and went to Eli and said, "Here am I, for you called me!" 
Then Eli knev/ that it was God who had called the child, so 
he said, "Go lie down, and if the voice calls again, you 
shall say, 'Speak, Lord, for your servant hears.*" So 
Samuel went and lay dovm in his place. And God called, as 
he had at the other times. "Samuel! Samuel!" Then Samuel 
said, "Speak, for your servant hears," And God talked to 
Samuel.
On Hannah's next visit Samuel had something wonderful 
to tell her that made her happy. He told her how God had 
spoken to her little boy. Samuel knew now that he was not 
only her child but God's child.
From Danielson's The Little 






FATHER AND MOTHER BIRDS* CARE 
THEME.--Onr Heavenly Father's Care.
AIM.--To lead the child to see the parental care In nature. 
STORY MATERIAL.--Psalm 84:3a,b; Matthew 8:20c; 23:37b;
Deuteronomy 32:lla,b.
The orchard looked very beautiful the morning Mr. and 
Mrs. Oriole flew into it from the Southland. Mr. and Mrs. 
Oriole looked very beautiful too, for Mr. Oriole's feathers 
were just the color of an orange, and Mrs, Oriole's feathers 
were just the color of a lemon, and both had little splashes 
of brown on their wings and on their backs,
"Now,"said Mrs. Oriole as she flew from tree to tree, 
"The very first thing we must do is to find a place in which 
to build our nest,"
First they flew to the currant bushes and looked them 
all over. They noticed how very thick the branches grew.
‘‘ "But," said Mr. Oriole, "just see how near the ground 
they arei I'd be afraid to build a nest so near the ground."
"Yes," said Mrs. Sriole, "I am sure the currant bushes 
are not the place in which to build our nest."
Then they flew to the apple trees. They looked them
all over.
"The branches grow very far from the ground," said Mr.
Oriole
"Yes," said Mrs. Oriole,"but they are so stiff. I 
would like to flcll a place where the branches are long and 
slender, so that when the wind blows our nest will swing
back and forth, back 
and forth, just like 
a cradle."
Finally Mr. and 
Mrs. Oriole found just 
the place they wanted.
It was in a tall elm 
tree,
"See," said Mrs, 
Oriole, "how long and 
slender the branches 
are. See how they 
wave to and fro in the
"Yes," said Mr. Oriole, "and just see how fi^r the branches 
are from the ground, I am sure no harm can come to our nest 
if we build it hare,"
They choose a place on the tip end of a branch where the 
leaves were thick and green.
"I see a bit of string on the ground," said Mr, Oriole, 
"1*11 get that and we’ll make that *he very beginning of our 
nest,"
So he flew down to the ground and picked up the bit of 
string. Then back he flew to the tip end of the branch on
6
th6 "elm tree where Mrs. Oriole sat waiting. Together they 
fastened the string, first to one little twig, then to an­
other, and then to a third. And they fastened it so tightly 
that even when the wind blew and the rain came down, that 
string would not come unfastened. And so the nest was begun.
Then Mr. and Mrs, Oriole flew here and there about the 
orchard and field, looking for bits of string and straw for 
their nest, and when they found any thing, back they flew to 
the orchard, and in and out and over and under they wove it.
All day long they worked and when evening came, the nest was 
finished and hxUx^like a grey bag swinging in the breeze.
It was a beautiful nest. There was not a crack, or a 
hole, or a rough place in it. It was all sniig. and warm and 
soft. Mrs. Oriole sat on a twig and looked the nest all over, 
with such a glad look in her eyes, Mr. Oriole sat on a twig be­
side Mps. Orloleyand ^s he looked the nest over^he sang,
"The grey nest is finished, so snug and so warm.
In the Elm tree *tis swinging, quite safe from aHharm.
Now it happened that one day, after the nest was finished, 
while Mr. Oriole was off getting worms and berries, a beautiful 
thing happened to Mrs, Oriole. She could hardly wait till Mr* 
Oriole got home to tell him about it. She saw him coming a 
long, way off, and called to him, "Oh, come quickly; for some­
thing beautiful has happened. You* 11 never guess what it is,"
Mr. Oriole tried to guess but he couldn*t, so Mrs. Oriole 
lifted one wing very carefully, and showed him a tiny egg.
Soon there were five little eggs in the nest. All day and
V
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all night Mrs. Oriole sat in the nest keeping the eggs warm. 
Sometimes, of coiwse, Mr. Oriole kept the eggs warm beneath 
his breast, so that Mrs. Oriole might go to the brook for 
water, or to the garden for bugs.
As Mrs. Oriole cuddled the eggs beiieath her breast, and 
one day as she sat hovering over the eggs, thinking of the 
happiness there would be in the nest when the baby birds came 
she felt a little stirring beneath her wing.
"I wonder what that is," she said.
She lifted her wing very carefully, and there she saw a 
tiny baby Oriole just coming out of the shell.
Soon she felt another stirring, and, when she lifted her 
wing to look, there was another tiny bird. And then there 
was another, and another, and. finally beneath Mrs, Oriole's 
warm breast there there had been only five little eggs, there 
were now five tiny baby Orioles,
That day Mrs. Oriole simply couldn't wait for Mr. 
Oriole to come home. She called to Mrs, f^obin, who happened 
to be passing by,
"Oh, Mrs. Robin," she cried, "will you please go to the 
strawberry bed and ask Mr. Oriole to come right home? I have 
such a svirprise for him,"
Soon Mr. Oriole came flying as ifast as ever he could, and 
alighting on a branch near the nest, he said, "Oh, what is the 
surprise?"
"You'll never guess FATHER Oriole," said Mrs. Oriole 




"Oiir birdies have come," he cried, "our birdies have come."
"Yea," said Mother Oriole," just see," and she lifted first 
one wing eind showed him two little heads, and then she lifted 
the other wing and shov/ed him three little heads, and then she 
cuddled her babies with such a glad look in her eyes, while 
Father sat on a branch hear by, and aang, over and over again*
"!?here are five little birds in the wee nest of gray.
We'll love and protect them by night and by day.'
And then followed the busiest days you ever saw in that 
nest in the Elm tree, for five hungry little birds must be 
fed, and five little birds must be taught to fly, and five 
little birds must be cuddled down and sung to sleep when even­
ing came. Yes, they were busy days, but, oh, they were such 
happy ones! For Father and Mother Oriole would rather care 
for their babies than do any thing else in the wide world.
Every evening, while Mother Oriole sang the babies to 
sleep with soft sleepy little songs. Father Oriole flew to 
the tip top branch of the Elm Tree and sang, as If he wanted 
all the world to hear:
"Oh, I am as happy,, as happy can be . .
With my babies, their mother, and our nest in the tree. It
LESSON 3
GOD*S CARE OF BIRDS AND ANIMALS 
(Which Home Is The Best.)
THEME.--Our Heavenly Father’s Care.
AIM.--To bring home to the child the truth of God’s care in 
nature,
STORY MATERIAL.--Genesis 1:30; Psalm 147:9; Deut, 11:15a;
Ps. 104:14a; Joel 2:22; Matt. 6:26; Ps. 104:10,12,16-18, 
21, 22; Job 37;6,8; Ps. 50:10,11.
Once upon a time there was a little toad who thought his 
own home was the best home in the world. Such a funny home it 
was too. But God had given it to him,and,of course,it was jiEt 
the right home for the little toad. Where do you think it was? 
No, it wasn’t a nest in a tree. It was just a little hollov/ 
under a stone where it was all dark and damp, and cool as could 
be. The little toad liked it so much that he thought every 
bo^y and every thing also in the world must wish for such a 
home as his. So one day when the robin came flying by, he called 
to the Robin and said he,
"please wait a minute dear Robin, I want to ask you some­
thing." So the robin perched overhead on a bough and chirped 
politely, "Well, sir, what is it?" Said the little toad,
"Wouldn’t you like to live like me 
Under a stone where it’s cool as can be?
n1
But the robin sang,
"It mdy Suit you, but it wouldn’t suit me. 
I love my nest in the spreading tree. 
That’s the dear home that God give me.
Then he flew away. Pretty soon the little toad hopped 
along near a brook, and he spied a tiny fish swimming in the 
water so he asked the fish.
10
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' "Would*nt you like to live like me.
Under a stone where it*s cool as can be?"
But the little fish said,
"It may suit you, but it wouldn*t suit me,
God made the rivers, the lakes, the sea 
Full of clear, bright water for fishes like,"
Then he swam swiftly away.
Then a squirrel came whisking by, and the little toad 
asked him,
"Wouldn't you like to live like me 
Under a stone where it's cool as can be?"
But the squirrel twinkled his little bright eyes and
sa id he,
"It may suit you, but it wouldn't suit me.
I like my nest in the hollow tree;
That's the snug home that God gives me,"
Well, the little toad was getting more and more puzzied,
when along came a happy little boy whistling a merry tune,
"I'll ask him," said the toad, "he ought to know what home is
best." So he called to the little boy,
"Wouldn't you like to live like me 
Under a stone where it's cool as can be?"
How the little boy laughed!
"Oh, no," said he, "that might suit you but it wouldn't 
suit me,
. My father and mother and I, we three,
Have the dearest home in the world, you see;
But mother tells me that God knows best,
For the fishes, the sea, for the robin his nest,
For the squirrel his hole in the hollow tree,
And your stone for you where it's cool as can be.
So the little toad hopped back happily under his stone.
Where it was all damp and dark and cool as could be.
(From The Christian Nurture Series, 
Course 1.)
LESSON 4
GOD'S CASE OF A BABY IN A BASKET BOAT 
THEME,—Our Heavenly Father's Care.
AIM.—To teach the little child to know the divine care 
supplementing family care.
STORY MATERIAL,--Exodus 1:22; 2:1-10.
In another country long ago and far away, there lived a 
mother to whom God sent a wee little baby boy. Now this mother 
wanted to take the frery best care of her baby so that he would
grow up to be a strong, good 
man, who would cere for all who 
needed help.
In that same country there 
lived a wicked king who did'nt 
love little boy babies and who 
wanted to have them all thrown 
into the river and drowned.
The little child's mother 
knew about the king and knew 
that she must not let him know 
where her little son was. At 
first she took care of him in
the house and kept him hidden there.
Now the baby had a big sister, Miriam, who loved her 
little brother very much and wanted to help in the care of 
him. She helped her mother to take care of the baby every 
day. When Miriam went out to play, she did not tell that 
she had a cunning baby brother. If the bhby cried the mojher
w
said, "Hush, baby, don*t cry. Some one might hear you."
The baby grew to be three months old. He was so big 
and cried so loud that the mother could not hide him any 
longer. Then she took a little basket and rubbed it all 
over the outside with sticky pitch, so that no water could 
get in. She put something soft inside this little basket 
and laid the baby in it, and she put the basket in the 
water, among the tall green grasses that grew at the edge 
of the river. A little way off^Miriam, the big sister, hid 
among the grasses and watched to see what would happen.
At first it was very still. By and by Miriam heard 
footsteps coming nearer and nearer, step, step, step, down 
to the river. She saw a woman, dressed iix fine clothes.
It was the princess, coming down to the river to bathe.
The bad king was her father, but the princess was good, as yoa 
will see. Her maids were with her, and they walked along 
by the riverside. And there lay the baby in a basket on the 
water, and among the tall green grasses Miriam watched and 
waited.
The princess saw the basket, and sent one of her maids 
to bring it to her. She opened it and looked Inside, There 
was a little baby boy. And as she looked the baby cried.
0 how sorry she feltl She knew that he had been hidden there 
so he should not be thrown into the river and drowned. The 
princess decided- to take the baby for her own child.
Then Miriam came up. She said, "Shall I go and call a 
nurse to take care of the child for you^"
"Go," the princess said.
r
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Miriam went and called the baby's own mother.
The princess said to her, "Take this child away, and 
nurse him for me, and I will pay you."
So the mother carried the baby home and took care of him. 
Moses was the name the princess gave him.
The mother did not have to hide her baby any more, for no 
one would hurt a child who belonged to the princess. Now, when 
Miriam^ the big sister, went out to play, she could tell about 
the baby Moses, The mother did not need to say, "Hushl" now 
when he cried.
Let us think how many people there were who took care of 
the baby Moses. There were the mother, and Miriam, the big 
sister, and the princess. Then there was some One else. It 
was God, the heavenly Father.
Bod helped the mother to think of putting her baby ih-.- 
therbasket. God helped the big sister Miriam to watch her 
baby brother carefully. God sent the princess down the river— 
the good princess, who he knew would love the baby. All the 
while, though no one could see him or touch him, God, the 






THEME.--Our Heavenly Father*s Qare.
AIM.--To teach the child to know that it is God who gives 
us food and clothes,
STORY MATERIAL.--Deuteronomy 8:7-10; Psalm 104:13-14.
Mother sat sewing on Ruth*s pretty red coat* In and 
out went the needle, fastening on the bright buttons. At
last the coat was finished, "Put it on, dear, and we'll see
«
how it looks," said mother,
"0 mother, how pretty it isi" said Ruth, "And it is so 
nice and warm. Thank you for making it for me."
"You are welcome, dear, for what I did," replied her 
mother, "but there are many others to thank."
"Who are they, mother?"
"V/ho do you think worked hard to earn money to pay for 
the cloth?" asked mother*
"Father," answered Ruth.
"Yes, Father earned the money and mother bought the cloth, 
cut out the coat and then sewed it. But where do you suppose 
the cloth came from?"
"From the store, mother."
"Yes, the clerk sold it to mother at the store. But who 
do you think made the cloth?"
"I don't know, mother."





J "From wool, mother, and the wool came from the sheep."
"Yes, the farmer took the wool to the weaver. And who
do you think gave the sheep its warm coat of wool, little 
girl? ”
"Out heavenly Fa-ther, mother,"
"Just think how many there are to thank for your coat* 
The sheep, the farmer, the weaver, the storekeeper, father, 
mother and our dear heavenly Father. There are many others, 
too--the farmer*s helpers, the men on the train which carried 
the cloth to the city, the clerk in the store who sold it to 
mother, the delivery boy who brought it to the house, and 
others. Think how many people worked to give my little girl 
a coati"
"0 mother, I*d like to thank them every one,"
tYou did thank me, dear, and you can thank your father 
when he comes home. Then you can say 'thank you* to the boy 
who brings our bundles from the store, and the next time you 
go to shop with mother you can thank the clerk who waits on 
us. Then you can thank our heavenly Fatheryight now. Would 
you like to say a 'thank you* prayer?"
Little auth closed her eyes and said: "Thank you, heaven­
ly Father, for my warm cloak. I*m glad you gave the wool to'-, 
the sheep so I can have it. Amen."
That afternoon Ruth went to d^party.’,. She v/ore A'‘whlte 
dress her mother had made for, which was trimmed with some 
prej^ty. flowers. Over this she wore her warm red coat. At
j
tha party she met her little friend Teddy,
1
"Some out in the hall, Ruth," he said, "I have a secret 
to tell you,"
They found a seat by the window and there Teddy whispered 
his secret in Ruth*s ear.
"Father's going to give me a pony, Ruth, and a pony cart," 
he said, "and I'll come and take Jou to ride. Won't Jhat be 
fine!"
"Oh, that's the best secret I ever heard," said Ruth,
"Will you have the pony soon?"
"Yes, next week," said Teddy.
When Ruth reached home her mother asked, Did you have a 
nice time, dear?"
"Yes, mother," the little girl answered. "We played 
games and had icecream and little cakes and lots of things.
And, 0 mother, what do you think! Teddy is going to have a 
pony and he'll take me to ride. Won't that be fun?"
"Yes, indeed," said mother, "you will have good times
with him,"
The next morning, as Ruth ate her breakfast, she asked, 
"Where does the bread come from, mother?"
"The wheat grew in the farmer's field," said her mother. 
"Our heavenly Father sent the rain to make the ground soft. 
Then the farmer planted the seed. What do you think helped










down and took it to the mill and the miller made it into flour. 
Then the flour was taken to the store and there mother bought 
it. Then it was made into bread for your breakfast. You see 
many people worked to give my little girl bread, just as others 
worked to give her a nice warm coat. And our heavenly Father, 
who gave the wool to the sheep, gave the sun and rain to help 
the wheat to grow. Can you think of anything else he gives 
you, Ruth?"
"The orange, mother, I*ve just had,"
"Yes, he makes all the fruit trees grow. What other kinds 
of fruit grow on trees, dear?"
"Apples and pears grow on trees, but grapes-grow on vines. 
Don't you remember the pretty vines you saw at grandfather's 
home a few weeks ago on which were purple grapes?"
"Oh, yes, mother, and grandfather let me pick some."
"What does our heavenly Father give us to drink?" asked
her mother.
"Water, mother."
"Where does the water come from, Ruth?"
"From the faucet, mother."
"Would you like to hear a story of how the water goes Irto
the faucet?"
"Oh, yes, mother."
"Once there tirQre some little drops of water up in a cloud 
They were living the nicest kind of ride. But after a time 
the cloud went in front of the sun and suddenly out fe41 the 
raindrops. They dropped down, down, down. At last they fell 
into a big Uke, but they weren't a bit hurt.
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*’*Let*s see if we can help some one,' said a raindrop,
"'Oh, yes, that will be fun,' said the others.
"They joined hands and hurried along. At last they saw 
some pipes. 'Let's go through these pipes and see what we 
shall find,* they said.
"After they had gone a long way they had to stop because 
they came to a faucet. But in a few moments they heard a 
little girl say, *0 mother, please give me a drink. I'm so 
thirsty.*
"'Let us out,' said the raindrops. 'We^ll give her a drink.* 
"Mother turned the faucet and out tumbled the raindrops, 
filling the glass which she held. Oh, how good the water 
tasted to thirsty Ruthl"
"Why, mother, was the story about me?"
"Yes, dear, the water drops come a long way to give you
a drink. Who do you think tells the little drops when to fall?"
\
"Our heavenly Father. I just love him, for he gives me^
bread and oranges and water and—everything."
"Yes, dear, it is just as your versed say, 'God is love,* 
and 'He careth for you.* He gives you food and clothes, your 
home and fiiends. Would you like to learn a 'thank you* song, 
Ruth, to sing to our heavenly Father?"
"Yes, mother,"
And she repeated after her mother this little song:
"Thank you. Father, from above,
For the friends and home I love.
For the world so bright and fair;
Thank you for your loving csoe.
ft
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"Thank you for the food I eat.
For the sunshine pure and sweet, 
For the darkness and the light; 
Thank you for the day and night.
"Thank you for thei water, too, 
Which comes dov/n in rain and dew; 
Thank you for the clothes I ff^r, 
For my mother*s love and care."
From Cragin*s Sunday Story Hour-.
LESSQN 6
HOW THE MOON HELPED GOD'S CHILDREN 
THEME.--Our Heavenly Father's Care.
AIM.--To teach the child to know’ how God cares for his
children thru His gift of moon and other nature objects. 
STORY MATERIAL.--Psalm 74:16-17.
There was once a little boy who wondered and wondered about 
the things he could see but could not reach. Sometimes it i®as 
aboitthe stars that twinkled and shone so bright in the dark 
sky at night; sometimes about the moon with its clear white 
light. Again he wondered at the pure feathery snow that cov­
ered the brown earth like a soft white blanket, or at the wiidi 
that bent the shrubs and tall trees so that their branches 
nearly toughed the ground.
Mother had told him that God made the moon and stars, 
the snow and rain, and had given each one of them some work 
to do to help His people.
Edward could not quite see how they could help, but he 
knew that Mother was always right, and again and again he 
would ask for stories of the wind, the moon and the stars, 
until he learned to know and love them as his friends.
One day he was playing with his kite in the great field 
behind the house when he heard his mother calling, 'Edward, 
EdwardJ" He wound up his kite string quickly and ran into
the house.
Such a surprise Mother had for himi "Father and I think 






get the corn meal to make into a cake for baby*s breakfast.
Would you like to go?" ‘
\
Would he like to gol He could hardly wait to have his ^
hair brushed and his tie straightened, he was so anxious to 
start.
"Be sure to take the five o'clock car so yeu'll be home 
in time for supper, and take good care of Allen," said Mother 
as she helped them on the electric car, for Allen, Edward's 
little brother, who was just five years old that day, was 
going too,—a birthday ridei
It was a beautiful ride, thru the open fields and shady 
green woods, and all too soon they came to the village.
Edward knew where to leave the car, for he had been there before 
with his father, so he helped Allan to step from the car, and 
holding the basket between them, they went to the field where 
the farmer was at work,
"Can ye buy some corn meal to make a cake for baby?" salii 
Edward.
"I have no meal," said the farmer, "but you may have some 
yellow corn which the miller will grind into meal for you."
So the basket was filled with yellow corn and the farmer 
told them where to find the miller. The children thanked 
the farmer and carrying the basket carefully, went down the
hill to the mill. /
"What is this?" said the miller as he saw the two boj^s i’
coming thru his gate with their carefully guarded basket.
" . "Will you please grind this corn so the baby can have ^
cake for breakfast?" said Edward.
yes," said the miller, "if the wind will blow and 
turn my mill," and Edward wondered just how the wind could 
help to turn the mill. He watched the raillde as he set the 
fans of the windmill^was turning the stones, and the corn 
was ground into meal.
"Thank you, miller," said Edwarrd, "and thank the good 
wind, too, for helping to grind the corn for baby's cake,"
Then the children started for the car. When they reached the 
car line, the five O'clock oar had gone and two little boys 
were nearly three miles from home, with no oar coming for 
two hoursi That would be long after supper time, and it 
would be quite dark.
Mother had said to come on the five o'clock car and 
would expect them before dark, V/hat should they do?
"I know," said Edward: “we're big boys and the basket 
is small; we'll walk." So away they went, following the 
car-track as it wound its way thru the village streets, then 
on thru the open fields until it turned to go into the woods. 
Edward remembered that there was a shorter way across the 
fields to his home which he had walked one day with his fathey 
so he led the way and Allan followed, for the path was narrow 
and hard to find.
After a time they came to the woods, which seemed very 0. 
dark after the light of the open fields. Even Edward, who 
was eight yearsoold, began to wish that he was safe in his 
own home; but he remembered that there was a tall dark wood 
near his house, and he tried to cheer Allan as they walked along.
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^ "We must be nearly home," said he, "for don*t you remem'- 
ber the tall trees back of our house? And you rembmber, too, 
there was blue sky above our trees just like this, don't you, 
and gray squirrels running aroimd on the branches just as 
these squirrels are running about?" Yes, Allen did remember 
all of these things and went along quite contented expecting 
to see his home through the trees any minute.
They had walked for some time when suddenly Allan ran 
forward and grasped Edward's hand, "Oh, Edward," he cried,
"our blue sky! it’s gone!"
" Edward stopped and looked thru the tree tops; only gray 
sky was in sight, and that was very dark. "And our gray 
squirrels have gone, too. And I am so tired," sobbed Allan# 
Edward saallowed a big Ivimp in his throat, for he knew t|iat 
he had lost his way and that it would soon be too dark to see 
anything. Mother had trusted him to take care of Allan, who?:, 
was a little boy and had never walked so far before. They 
must rest for a few minutes, at least, so they sat down on 
a big fiat rock. "Let's wait here," said Allan, "till Father 
comes with his lantern." Z
In a few minutes Allan was sound asleep, but the big 
brother sat very straight and still, with his eyes wide open. 
"I'm not afraid," said he to himself; "I know we are near home 
and that Father will find us when he comes from his work, but 
I do wish it wasn't qui*e so dark!" Soon the wind began to 
blow in the tree tops, and he noticed that it seemed to be 
lighter, when suddenly the branches parted and there was the 
great round moon and a path shining and bright with the moon" 
light!
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"On, Allan, the moon!" called Edward joyously, "the moon 
will show us the way!" And when Allan opened his eyes, there 
was the moon shining clear and still thru the branches of the 
trees •
"My moon! It*s my own moon!" said Allan as he jumped up 
and clapped his hands, "I saw it from my window last night."
And the two boys picked up their basket and pushed their way 
thru the trees to the open field beyond.
Yes, it was their field; the very place where they had 
been playing with their kites in the early afternoon, and 
there was Mother standing at the door and Father coming down 
the street on his way home from the city.
"Oh, Mother," said Allan, as he ran to her wide-open arms, 
"we were lost in the woods, and the moon found us and brought 
us home."
“Ihe wind helped, too," said Edward, "for it opened the 
trees so we-could see the moon." Then they told Father and 
Mother all about the jounnyy, and, as they finished their 
story, they all turned and looked at the moon as it shone in 
the sky. Clear and steady was its bright light, and together 
they said, "Thank you, kind moon, friend of little children!" 
But Edward did not forget what his mother had told him about 
God who made the moon, so he said to Allan, "We must thank 
our heavenly Father for the moon." Together they closed 
their eyes and said, "Thank you, dear heavenly Father for 
the moon to-night, and we are glad that you have made the
moon. Amen"
Adapted from Guild and Poor's 
The Little Child in Sunday School
LESSON 7
■ ' ' " THE POOR WIDOW'S THANKSGIVING.
THEBffl.--Thanksgiving for Care.
AIM.*- To teach the child to have the spirit of giving, 
STORY MATERIAL,--Mark 12:41-44; Luke 21:1-4; Deut. 16:17.
The mother was very poor. When the father died she did
not know what to do. She knew 
that she must earn money to buy 
food fhr her little children and 
for herself. She went out to 
look for work. At last she 
foimd something to do* She 
worked kar* all day and earned 
a little money.
Her little boy helped at 
home. He took care of his baby
Capyrifhietl btr 37m J'nHiidenoe LiO$Cffraph Co. sister. Her kept the little
The Widow’s Gift ^
^ house clean. When his mother
came home at night he said: “Rest now, dear motherl I know 
that you are tired, I will get supper.”
The mother kissed her dear little boy. "What should I 
do without you?” she said, "Y3iU are a comfort to me, my 
dear little son.”
When the dishes were cleared away and the baby was put 
to l^ed the mother told her little boy stories. She told him 
of Noah whom God kept safe in the ark when the rain came.
- 26 -
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cradle boat, and of the good princess whom God sent to find 
the baby. She told him of the little birdies and fishes, 
which God takes care of,
"Oh Mother," said the little boy, "how many people God 
took care of! Does he take care of us, too?"
"Yes, my little son," answered the mother, "When your 
father died I didn't know what I should do. But God helped 
me to find work so that I could bjiy food for us. Every day 
I have taken a little piece of the money I earned to the church 
and given it to God. I v/anted to thank ^im for helping us."
"Does the money thank him?" asked the little boy.
"Yes, I think that it shows God that I am thankful.
The money helps to keep the great church beautiful and that 
is God's house, you know."
"When I get bigger I want to give God something, mother," 
said the little boy.
"Well, I hope that you will do so, my boy," his mother 
answered. "Every time that you earn any money I hope that you 
will give some of it to God, But giving money isn't the only 
way to thank him, dear. God wants us to thank him in words. 
When you prgiy to him you ,can thank him, and when you sing our 
beautiful songs you can thank him, and when you speak kind 
words to others you can thank him, too, because God likes to 
hear children speak kindr words.
"Then you can thank him by being loving to others. When 
you fjiake card of baby sister and do helpful things for mother, ^
that is another wary in which you can thahk ^od for being so




•She next morning the^^^ttle boy dressed himself and then 
he dressed his baby sister. After this he helped his mother 
get the breaftfast. Then his mother started away to her work.
When the little boy kissed her good-bye, he said: "I‘*m 
going to thank God all day because he gave me such a dear 
mother. 1*11 be just as good as I can be."
As the mother went to her work she shid this little pray- 
er in her heart, "Thank thee, God, for my dear little son and 
for my baby girl,"
The mother worked hard all day. She was happy as she 
worked, for she kept thinking of her dear little boy who loved 
her and who was so good and helpful. As she came home at night 
she thought again of her little son. "I want to give some­
thing to God," she thought, "to show how much I thank him."
After she bought some food for their supper she had two 
pieces of money left. They were very small, worth less than 
one of our pennies. But they were all the money the mother 
had.
"I will give them to GodJ" she said, "If I give him all 
the money I have he will know how much I thank him for my 
darling baby and for my precious little son who is such a com­
fort to me
So the mother v;ent to the beautiful churdh. Some chests^^ 
or boxes, were there. Each of them looked something like a 
trumpet. Into them the people dropped the money they wished to 
give to God. Rich men gave many pieces of silver, others gave 




One after* another the people dropped in their money.
irThe mother stepped quietly up the box. She dropped in her two 
little pieces of money. She thought that no one saw her.
But Jesus was standing near with some of his disciples.
He had been talking to the people around him. He had been 
telling them: beautiful stories. Then he told them that 8od 
Wanted them to be more loving.
"You must love God," he said, "and you must love your 
neighbours" (that is, the people who live near you). "That is 
the way to please God."
Then for a while Jesus watched the people who brought 
gifts to God and put them in the box. He saw the rich people
put in their silver pieces. He Knew that they had much more
money. They did not need that which they gave to f^od.
Then he saw the ppor mother come and put in her two little
pieces of money. Jesus was happy when he saw her gift. He 
called his disciples to him and said, "‘^his poor woman has 
given more than all the others."
The disciples were surprised at Jesus* words. They had 
seen how much the rich men gave and what little pieces of 
money the mother brought. But Jesus said, "The rich men have 
much more money than they gave, but this poor woman gave all 
that she had,"
Jesus was glad that the mother had thanked God by bring­





THE FIRST TH/INKSGIVING 
THEME*--THANKSGIVING FOR CARE.
AIM,--To impress the child with the thanksgiving message.
One night after supper the children and their grandmother 
were sitting before the fire ready for their good-night story*
"Tell us about Thanks giving, Grandma," they said, "a long- 
ago Thanksgiving."
"The long-ago Thanksgiving was a very real one," said 
Grandma. "When? I was as little as you, my grandma used to 
tell me of the very first Thanksgiving, and I think you ought 
to know that same story. So I am going to tell it to you.
"This country, you know, was not always peopled with 
white men. Indians ’lived here. After a time there came a 
ship from England with white men and women who had come here 
to make their home. They planted corn in the spring, but the 
frost killed it, and although they had brought much food with 
them it v;as almost gone.
"Each day for a long time these people had expected that 
a ship would come from their old home bringing them the food 
they so much needed. They were very careful of their ap&all 
supply, and they watched and waited and grew very anxious.
"The men could hunt and get game to eat; but they ^ust
have bread. Would the ship ever come?
"The children, too, used to look for the ship, and some- 
times they saw something that seemed like a sail, but which 
proved to be something else.
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"One day some children were playing when one called to 
the others *See! Look away off yonder!* The children lookedi 
and waited a little to be more sure and then ran as fast as l 
they oQUld go to tell their people. 'The ship is coming! The 
ship is coming!* they called as they ran. And sure enough, 
what looked at first like a ppeck grew larger and larger till 
they were all very sure it was a ship. Yes, it was their ship, 
for it was coming right toward them.
"Now there was great joy. They would have news from their 
friends whom they had left behind in the old country; they 
would greet the friends who were on the ship, but best of all, 
they would have food, and neither the children nor the parents 
would starve!
"Was not this reason for giving thanks?
"So all the people came together and gave thanks to God 
for all his goodness* Everybody was glad. They Invited their 
friends and their families to come to dinner and very finfi 
dinners were prepared. They all enjoyed this day, and the 
next year when the frost did not spoil their corn and they had 
plenty to eat, again they met together and gave thanks to God 
for His love in sending all they needed.
"Now every year the President of the United States tells 
the people to meet the last Thursday in November and give speciak 
thanks to God for His goodness to His children.
"Do you see now whsj^ v/e keep Thanksgiving?
%
From Guild and Poor's The Little 
Child in Sunday School,
LESSON 9
HOW A LITTLE GIRL GAVE THANKS 
THEME.—Thanksgiving for Care.
AIM.—To teach the little child to thank God by being kind 
to His creatures,
Ahi how snug it was in the barn that cold November night 
Farmer Gray shut all the doors as if it were winter weather, 
and then went awqy glad to think tha.t the animals were warm 
and comfortable for the night. No sooner :iad the soiind of 
his foot-steps died away than a Cow raised her head and gave 
a faint bellow.
"Newsl" said she, "News! Something beautiful happened 
to me to-day. It was just before I was turned out into the 
field this morning. Little Patty came running up to me and 
began to stroke my forehead. *You good old cow!* said she; 
*I hdd some milk to drink at breaftCfast ^ 
and I know who gave it to me, and so 1 have 
come to say thank you. Mother told me this 
morning that this was "Thank-you" day;* and 
then the dear child put a delicious apple 
into my mouth and laughed to hear me crunch 
it! I am so glad that my milk is good and . 
rich. And she thanked me for butter and cfeam and for her
papa*s cheese, too,-- the grateful child!
^"You say well, Neighbor Cow; a grateful child she is," 
said ^he farm Horse. "I was in the stall just before they
' 'i
harnessed me to take the family to church, and little ^tty 
came to see me, too; and she thanked me for all the rides
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she had h&d. on my back and in the haycart, and for dragging 
the plough and for bringing the flour from the mill. Then, 
bless her heart! she reached up and gave me a big mouthful of 
sweet-smelling hay I tell you, 1*11 trot my prettiest the next 
time I have her in the carriage!" Bob gave a pleased whinny' 
as he said this, and, as if in response, a noise came from 
the sheep barn. The sheep barn ijoined the larger barn, and at 
the doorway between stood a mild-faced Sheep, who began to 
speak in her own way.
"So little Patty went to you, too, did she^ I can tell 
you I was surprised when she brought me and the rest of the 
flock an extra dish of salt this morning. 'This is to say, thark 
you, good Sheep,* said she. *We talked about you in the kinder­
garten and I know that our worsted balls are made of your wool, 
and my new mittens, and my flannel petticoat, and my winder 
coat and dress, and Jackie's chlothes, and the blankets—and 
oh, so many things! How funny you would look with them all On 
your back!* Then she felt of my wool and patted me with her 
gentle little haiid. I do hope that my fleece will be a good 
heavy one this year, and how I wish that the wool might be 
used for little Patty!"
"Well, well!" said the Cow, "the child did make it a real 
*Thank-youtlay,* sure; for besides tiding me, and you. Bob,
and yov,Mrs. Fleecy, I heard the Hens saying to-day that she
has been showering corn down for them by the double handful and
saying 'thank you* for the eggs which they had given her.
She told them that she liked the eggs for breaSfast, and that
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her mamma made cake with them, too, I wonder what put it into 
her head to come and thank us all,"
"It was her good little heart that put it into her head," 
said Bob, wisely; "and I think I know the reason why she came 
to-day, for as I was ^rotting along the road to and from church 
I heard the family talking a good deal about to-day being ThankdS* 
giving Day. And when Patty's grandpapa asked her if she knew 
why Thanksgiving Day was kept, she said: *0h, yesl It is the 
day to say "thank you" for everything, and that is why I hurried 
out to the barn this morning.'"
"And to'Whom did you say 'thank you* out there?" asked 
her gAandpppa.
"Why, to all of them," answered Patty; "to Bob and Moolly 
cow, and the sheep and the hens."
"Very good," said Grandpapa, "very good indeed, little 
Thankful-heart. I am glad you thought of the kind, useful 
creatures from whom we get so many things for our pleasure 
and comfort."
As Bob repeated what Patty's grandpapa had said, sober 
Mrs. Fleecy gave a little caper of delight,and Moolly cow 
heaved a high of deep satisfaction. Kind, grateful words are 
pleasant to any ears.
It was nov/ bedtime and the animals began tossettle them­
selves for their night's rest. Mrs. Fleecy went back to her 
wooly companions in the sheep barn; Moolly cow sank down rest- 
fully in her stall; and Bob, after stamping and tramping a few 
times, bent his long legs under him and lay down upon his fresh
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straw bedding. But before they went to sleep they spoie again 
of how happy dear little Patty had made them with her thanks 
and her gifts.
From Poulsson's In ®he Child*s World.
A MORNING THANKSGIVING.
For 'this new morning with its light,
For rest and shelter of the night,
For health and food, for love and friends. 
For everything his goodness sends,






AIM.—To show the little child of God's care and protection 
of His creatures and thus lead him to have the grate­
ful attitude toward God,
There were once two little sisters named Emily and 
Gertrude, who lived in a small house in a country town.
One morning mother woke 
them and said, "Look out of 
window, little girls,”
They ran to the window and 
saw something white and fluffy 
coming down from the clouds,
”0 mother, snow! snowI” they 
cried joyfully.
The snow didn't last very 
long that first day, but soon it 
came again, and this time the 
ground was guite covered,
"What a nice, soft blanket the
flowers have now, mother," said Gertrude.
Mother sang a little song:
"Do you know why the snow 
Is hurrying thru the garden so?
Just to spread a nice soft bed 
For the sleepy flowers' head;
To cuddle up the baby ferns.
And smooth the lily's sheet.
And tuck a warm, white blanket down 
Around the roses* feet.”
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"I am glad that the flowers have such a warm, white 
blanket," said Emily, "Will you teach us that song, please, 
mother?"
"Yes," replied mother, "hurry and dress and I will do so."
After breakfast the little girls went for a frolic in the 
snow. They threw snowballs at each other, coasted on their 
sleds and had a happy time. When they came -into the house 
they had a party with their dolls.
As they were playing, a little bird on a tree near the 
window began singing, "Chick-a-dee-dee
Emily stopped her playing and listened:
"*0 sister, look out of
The window,' said she 
'Here's a dear little bird
Singing chick-a-dee-dee,*“
"He raRfetbe very cold," said Gertrude,
"Yes," said Emily, "for he has no stockings or shoes, and 
he has to walk in the snow. But just hear how sweetly he is 
singing his chick-a-dee-dee."
Just then mother came into the room and Emily said: "0 
mother, here's a dear little chickagee and I know he must be 
cold. Won't you get him some stockings and shoes and a little 
dress and hat? I wish he'd come into the house and let us 
warm him,"
The bird had flown down to the window-sill to get some 
bread crumbs which the children had put out, and he heard 
what Emily said, "How fvmny I'd look in a dresa and hat, 
and in stockings and shoesi" he thought, and he laughed as 
he sang his chick-a-dee-dee.
I thank you," he said to Emily, "for beigg so kind.
But I don't need any dress, or stockings and shoes." Then 
he sang:
had rather remain 
With my little legss free 
Then go hobbling along ^
Singing chiok-a-deo-dea, *“
"Our heaveftly Father has clothed me warmly, just as he 
has colthed you, so that I do not get cold." Then he said:
"*Good morning: Oh, who are 
So happy as we? *
And away he went
Singing his chick-a-dee-dee."
Emily and Gertrude couldn*t understand all that the little 
bird said, but mother told them of the loving heavenly Father's 
Care of the birds.
He sends the snow," said mother, "to make a warm blanket 
for the Sleeping Flowers. He taught some of the birds to fly 
away to the South, where it is warm,, and he gave the sparrows, 
ohioBadees and other birds that stay in the North warm feathers, 
so that they do not get cold.
The birds do not need stockings and shoes, dresses and 
hats, but you saw how glad the little chickadee was to eat the 
crumbs which you put out of the window. It is oftenr.hard for 
the birds to find food when the snow comes, so we can help our 
heavenly Father to feed them,"
"0 mother, we'll put out some crumbs every single day," said 
the little girls.
Suggested by F. C, Woodward's 
poem, "Chickadees."
LESSON Id
THE STORY OF THE BABY JESUS
THEME.—Our Heavenly Father’s Best Gift*
AIM.—To teach the child to have joyous thanks for God’s 
best gift.
STORY MATERIAL.--Luke 2:1-20.
One day a man and a woman traveled slowly along a road.
The man’s name was Joseph. The woman was Mary, his wife.
Mary rode upon a donkey. Joseph 
walked in front, and led the 
dondey.
Joseph and Mary ware not 
the only people traveling that 
day. There were a great many 
men and women. Some rode on 
dondeys. Some rode on camels.
ARIUVAT. OF THE SITKPHF.RDS_____________
Some walked. It was winter and 
cold, and night was coming on, so they were hitrylng to get to 
the little town of Bethlehem before dark. But Mary was very 
tired. She could not hurry. And so she and Joseph were left 
behind.
At last they came to Bethlehem. The inn, which was a 
kind of hotel was full of people. There was no room for them 
in the inn. What could they do? Mary was so very tired.
Now back of the inn was a dark cave running into the 
rocks. Here cows and sheep were cared for at night. Here
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Joseph brought Mary. And here, that night, a wonderful thing 
happened. A baby boy was born. It was the little Lord Jesus.
There v/as no cradle for him, but in the cave there were 
mangers, where hay and grain were put' for the animals to eat.
And so Mary wrapped her baby in long white swaddling clothes, 
and laid him in a manger.
And there were shepherds in the field, keeping watch by 
night over their flock. The sheep and lambs were quietly sleep­
ing, but these shepherds kept awake to watch and see that no 
lion or b^ar came near to hurt their flock.
As they watched a light shone about them. It was not the 
sun. The stars had never shone so brightly. They crouched close 
together. They were afraid. They beside them stood an angel, 
bright and shining, and the angel said to theip:
"Be not afraid, for I bring you good news. For there is 
born to you this day in Bethlehem a Saviour, who is Christ the 
Lord, You shall find the baby wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
and lying in a manger."
And all at once the sky was filled with angels, singing.
This was their song;
"Glory to God in the highest.
And on earth peace among men,> in whom he is weftl
pleased,"
Then the song ended, and the light faded, and the 
shepherds were left alone in the qjaiet and the darkness.
They were left alone, excited and wondering over the good
news that the angel bad brought.
And it came to pass,- when the angels went away from them 
into heaven^ the shepherds said one to another, Let us now
go to Bethlehem, and see this thing that as come to pass, which 
Gfed has told us.”
They hurried thru the fields to Bethlehem-. There the 
houses were dark and the people slept. They went to the inn. 
There, too, the people and their donkeys and their camels eere 
sleeping. They made their way to the cave behind. There they 
found Mary and Joseph, and there they found the little Lord Jesu 
wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a manger.
The shepherds looked and wondered. They told about the 
angel's message and the song in the sky. All that heard it 
wondered. Mary never forgot v/hat the shepherds said. Often 
she thought of it—the^ angel's message and the song in the sky. 
And the shepherd® went back to their sheep, thanking God for 
his gift of the little Lord Jesus, in his cradle lined with
hay.
LESSON 12
THE VISIT OF THE WISE MEN
THEME.--Our Heavenly Father’s best ^ift.
AIM.--To Show to the child that love is the best gift to 
make to Jesus.
STORY MTERIAL.T-Matthew 2:1-11.
Long, long ago three men rode on three large camels.
They were Wise Men from 
the East. The Wise Men sat 
on the camels* humped baok^ 
and the big animals swung 
along as fast as the wind.
The silver bells on their 
harnesses tinkled as they 
moved. When their feet struk 
the hot sand it crackled.
There was nothing to be 
seen but the sand and the 
sky--no trees, no plants, 
no houses. One by one the
stars came out. Then a strange brightness filled the sky. It 
came from a wonderful star that sparkled and shone.
Night after night the Wise Men had been fallowing this star. 
When the sun was hot they rested, and hurried on again in the 
cool of the evening. Where could they be going, do you suppose, 
and why did the star lead them? Listen and you shall hear.
- «a -
At last the Wise Men left the sand behind, and came to 
a place where they could see the houses of a large city.
The star seemed to beckon them on toward it, and soon they 
were at the city gate. The people at the gate stared at the 
large camels with the silver bells, and the Wise Men from the 
East in their rich clothes.
The Wise Men stopped their camels and said to the people, 
"Where is hS that is born King of- the Jew's? For we saw his star 
in the East, and are come to worship him."
The people shook their heads in wonder. Herod was the 
king,. They did not know what the Wise Men meant by a baby who 
was born to be king. The Wise Men went up and down the city 
streets, and wherever they went they asked this question, "Where 
is he that is born King of the Jews?"
Nobody knew. Not a person could answer.
King Herod heard of these Wise Men from the East and invited 
them to his palace. He asked them all about the star that had 
led them. He sent them to Bethlehem and ssid, "Go and find out 
everything about the young child, and whan you have foimd him, 
bring ind word."
And they, having heard the king, went their way, and the 
star ,t,whichjs^ in the East, went before them. When they &aw 
the siar they were very happy. It led them down the streets, 
thru the gate, and along a country road, to the little town 
of Bethlehem. There it stood over where the young child was.
The camels kneeled. The Wise Men got off. They came 




The Wise Men bov/ed low before the baby, till their heads touched 
the floor. Then they went out to the kneeling camels, and got 
the presents they had brought for him. There were shining gold 
and aweet-smelling perfumes. These were the presents people 
always gave to kings. They laid them before the child.
The Wise Men Biad come all the long way across the sands 
on their camels, just to give these presents to the little 
Lord Jesus, For the little Lord Jesus was not a common baby.
The heavenly Father had sent him to be King, and make people 
l:^ppy and good. The star led the V/ise Men to him. They had 
brought their gifts to this baby, who was God's best gift.
WHAT CAN I GIVE HIM?
What can I give him,
Poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd,
I would bring a lamb;
If I were a wise man,
I would do my part;









THEME.—Our Heavenly Pather*s Best Gift,
AIM.—To t&ach the child to share Christmas happiness with 
others and to {vbank God by praising Him,
One year about Christmas time a great snowtorni covered 
all the fields and hills, putting white coats on the teees 
and little white caps on all the seed-pods as they stood on 
their tall plant stems, swaying in the wind.
It was very cold, but the children liked it. It was 
fun to nBko snow men and build snow forts; and no matter how 
hard the wind blew nor how cold it was, there was always a 
warm place for them in their snug warm homes and food for them 
when they were hungry.
But out-doors in the cold a poor Robin Redbreast was 
shivering in the snow, and oh, he was so hungryl It seemed 
to him that he hadn't had anything to eat for nearly a month. 
Every grain of corn in the barnyard was buried under the snow, 
people forgot to throw out crumbs, and the seeds and berries 
that were his food in the coldest weather were so thickly 
coated with ice and snow that he couldn't even crack them with 
his bill. When it came night, he had no warm corner to hop 
into while he tucked his head under his wing, and poor Robin 
was so cold and hungry and miserable that he coundn't even
chirp.
One very cold night he perched on the ivy at one of the
r
- 45 “
windows of the great church. He had seen little children 
going in and out, all day, with their arras filled with Christ­
mas greens; last of all, after the chilifen had gone home, 
some men had carried in a wonderful tree which they placed in 
the most prominent place of all and made it beautiful for the 
children*s surprise.
After a while every one went away and Robin tried to make 
himself caimfortable for the night. As he sat swaying on his 
perch, he saw a little spot of light bobbing up and down in 
the distance,--coming nearer, too, it seemed to be, and Robin 
hopped down to see what it could mean. It was the sexton with 
his bright shining lantern who had come back to see if the 
fires were all right to leave for the night, and as he opened 
the door to step inside, the wind and snow and a poor little 
shivering robin went in too.
But the sexton never knew. He banked the fires and waut 
home, leaving Robin alone.
Oh, how warm and quiet it wasi RobMntucked his head under 
his wing and went to sleep on an oaken rafter.
How beautiful everything looked in the morning. It was 
like a great forest, big and green and beautiful. Little 
Christmas trees were banked against the wall arid great masses 
of holly hid the pui^-pit. Robin could hardly believe it was
true.
"Chirp! Chirp!" he cried, and flpw form rafter to rafter. 
What a beautiful place to wake in! Just then he saw the red 




I think I'll try one I" said he, and down he flew right into the 
the most beautiful spray of holly, 6h, how good they tasted to 
a hungry robinl And there were so manyl Robin flew from festoon 
to Tbneath and ate until he v/as tired, and then he flew up to the 
rafter for another nap.
While he aas sleeping the children began to come in again. 
They v/ere coming to sing their carols at an early service, and 
soon the ch’orcto was filled with happy children. Then the organ 
played and they began to sing.
Robin woke up and watched everything quietly from his 
perch. He felt v/arm and happy, he liked the music; in fact he 
began to foil like singing too.
In the midst of the second verse he broke in. High and 
clear and sweet he sang, and the children looked up amazed.
The minister raised his hand and the organist and the children
were quiet, wondering and listening.
Robin was singing a solo now; he threw his little head 
back and sang and sang, while the happy children listened.
He finished his song with a joyful "ChirpI Ghirpi" and all
was still.
"Children," said the minister, "this little bird sings 
■because he is grateful to the Heavenly Father who cares for all, 
and who knows even wheh a sparrow falleth. Let us thank Him, 
too, in our carols for this happy Christmas." And the air was 
filled with children's voices singing their song of praise to 
God for His great kindness. The robin had taught them how to 
give thanks with 41il their hearts for the lev e and care wEiich
surrounded them.
Adapted from Guild and Poor*s The Little Child, 
in Sunday School.
LESSON 14
THE FRIENDLY DARKNESS 
THEME.—Love Shown Through Care.
AIM.—To call attention to the wonders of the night and to 
overcome the child's fear of darkness.
STORY MTERIAL.—Psalm 74:16a; Genesis 1:16; Psalms 19:1,2.
Frank and Helen Were standing in the window watching the
sun sink in the West and 
listening to a Mother Robin 
sing a lullabye to her 
birdlings in the nearby tree. 
Turning to his mamaia, Prank 
said, ”I wish it would stay 
day-time always," Why do 
you wish that?" asked Mamma. 
"Because it is getting dark 
outside and I do not like the 
dark. Aren't you afraid of 
the dark, mamma?" "No," said 
mamma as she lifted the lad 
Into her lap, "I am not afraid 
of the dark. I love the •Friendly Darkness! It is the best 
time to sleep and rest and it is so beautiful outside at night. 
Early in the morning, when the sun first comes up, the flowers 
lift their little heads and nod all day in the breeze, a nd -then'
(T>^o above illustration was taken from the Inter- iJiational Graded Series. It was intended to illustrate the lesson about The Story of The Dipper)
(This story was suggested by this illustratidn.)
at night they are tired. Bo the dark comes and washes all 
their faces with dew and gives each one a drink and closes their 
petals up so they can sleep. If it were not for the Friendly 
Darkness the flowers would die with weariness: they play so 
hard all day with the sun and wind.”
"I'll show you some of the friends of the dark" said Mamma, 
who took hold of Frank and Helen's hands,and walked down to the 
little beautiful broSk aud.tetftcl^.ttl§.way from their home.
IThen they came to the brook, they all sat down upon a 
boulder beside the brook.
"Who are the friends of the dark^" asked Helen impatiently.
"S-shI" said mamma, "listen a moment and yqu'll hear the 
friends of dh© dark talk." Both Helen and Frank held their 
breath and listened. Then they noticed for the first time that 
all the air was humming with a sound like many little banjos 
and fiddles.
"What is it?" Frank said.
"They are *he insect friends, Katydids and millions of 
little night things that make music in the dark. Oh, just 
look over 'thereI"
Frank looked and saw a little spark of light gleam over 
the brook. Then came another and another till clusters of 
lights shot in and out among the bushes.
Just then dne of. them filed near Frank and Helen and 
showed them its little lantern, which it carried. It flitted 
about, up and down, ap and down,
"Those are the little fire-flies,^haid"mamma', "whb go 




well. The fire-flies are very good friends of the dark." 
"HushiVsaid Mamina, "I hear another friend of the dark." 
Frank and Heldn held still a^in. There' was a scurry of 
little feet along the shore of the hrook and a dark body showed 
for A moment against the bright water* FlopJ Flop! Some 
little animal dove into the brook.
"There he goes," said marnma'ji'(that:* s’muskrat taking-his 
evening swim; he is one of the best friends of the dark."
"Why does he swim at nkght‘2" asked Frank,
"Oh, he loves the darkk It takes care of him and hides 
him from bigger animals and helps him to find food. Many 
little animals love the dark who are afraid "Of the day."
"Afraid of the day?" cried Foank, to whom this seemed a 
very strange idea.
"Yes, their enemies find them in the day,"said mamma.
'*But the dark is kind to them and keeps them safe."
Just then the moon was peeping out from the tdp of the 
distant mountain, and the stars were twinkling. Both Frank 
and Helen, craning their necks, were looking at them,
"Children," said mamma, "the mooneand stars are also 
the great friends of the dark." They are sent by our heavenly 
Father to watch: over little children, while they .are sleeping," 
It had all been so new and interesting to Frank and Helen 
that as they walked home they told mamma that they loved the 
"Friendly Darkness" and wanted to learn more about it.
LESSON 15
THE STORY OF JACOB'S LADDER:
A NIGHT UNDER THE STARS
THEME.—Love Shown Through Care.
AIM,—to teach the the child to see that God takes care of us 
all the time.
STORY MATERUL,--Gen. 28:10-22.
There was once a young man, whose name was Jacob. One
morning he rose up very early, 
for he was to go far away 
from home all alone to see 
his uncle. Jacob's mother 
that morning prepared care­
fully a good breadfast for 
Jacob; for Jacob had to go 
on a long journey.
While Jacob was eating 
his breakfast, his mother said 
"Jacob, we are very sorry that
we have not a camel or a &on- 
1
key for you to ride; and you 
will have to walk such a long, long journey; and you will also 
be very, very loney. But you need not be afraid; for God will
9
take care of you all the way."
After Jacob had finished his breakfast, the sun rose up 




wrapped Jacob's clothing into a bundle and plenty of food into 
another bundle; for there were no stores anywhere. Jacob 
carried the bundles across his back and also a stick in his 
hand.
With tears running down his cheeks, he said good-bye to 
his brother and father and kissed his dear mother. His father 
and mother said, "Jacob, God is going to be with you all the 
way," Meanwhile Jacob's little dog stood close to Jacob, 
wagging his tail and feeling very sorry that Jacob was going 
to leave him. The cat looked at Jacob and felt sorry too.
Jacob patted them gently for the last time before he left them. 
The dog said, "Bow-wow;" the cat said, "Mew, mew,"
When Jacob was leaving he passed by his father's sheep, 
which were eating grass. He waved his hand to them. In answer, 
they all cried, "Baa, baa." They meant to say, "Good-bye, 
Jacob; good-bye', Jacob."
On and on, he walked, but he turned and looked back at 
his house again and again. He could see people mov44g about 
near his house. He could see his father's sheepffeeding in 
the meadows and the dog, standing by his brother. He could 
see his mother watching him from the door- of his house. He 
could wave his hand to her, and see her hand move in answer.
But, as he walked farther and farther, his house looked 
only like a tiny black thing far away. He could not see the 
sheep or the dog any more. He could not see his mother. And 
at last he could not even see his house.
It was morning, and the sun shone brightly, and in such 
bright sunshine, Jacob could not feel very lonely. He walked
farther and farther, while the sun rose higher and higher. 
Finally, the sun was way up in the sky over his head. He 
said to himself, “It is time for me to eat my dinner; for it 
is noon." He sat down and ate his dinner and rested.
After he had rested for a while, ha took up his stick and 
put his bundles across his back. He started out again. This 
time, as he watked along, the sun sank lower and lower, till it 
came to the place where the earth and sky meet. Then it slipped 
down behind the hills,a nd it began to grow ddrker and darker.
Jacob looked about for a place to spend the night. There 
were no stores. Tbereswgr©7'h.0o^bUSbsrnear, There were no 
people around. It gas growing darker and darker, and Jacob 
could not walk any farther. So he sat down on the grass and 
ate his supper by himself. Oh, he felt very lonelyl
After he had finished his supper, he hunted around for a 
stone for his pillow. He foimd a smooth stone. He lay down on 
the hard ground and put the smooth stone under his head. It 
was very dark by this time. One by one the twinkling stars 
came out. Jacob said to himselg, "Oh, how I wished my mother 
and father were here."
But as he looked at the little twinkling stars, they seemed 
to say, "Jacob, you need not be afraid; God is watching you 
and we are watching you too." Then Jacob prayed a good-night 
prayer to God; for he loved God very much. He said, "Thank 
you. Heavenly Father, for taking care of me thruout the day; 
please take care of me all thru the night And he felt asleep.
As he slept, he dreamed. He dreamed that he saw a tall 
ladder, reaching up from the earth to the sky, and fright
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beam of light, shining down from above. There were beautiful 
angels walking up and dOTm the ladder. While Jacob waa wonder­
ing, he heard a sweet and soft voice, which^^e voice of God, 
saying to him, "Fear not, Jacob; for I am with you,"
Then Jacob woke. He felt very, very happy. He said to 
himself, "God is in this place and I did not know it."
Early in the morning Jacob rose up from his bed on the 
ground. He thanked God for taking care of him, and then ate 
his breakfast. Then he went on hjislong, long journey again;, 




THE STORY OP THE GOOD SHEPHERD 
THEME.—Eove Shown Through Care.
AIM.—To teach the child to cooperate with God In tender care 
for animals.
STORY MATERIAL.--Luke 15:3-6; John 10:2-5; Proberbs 27:23.
Once there was a good shepherd* He iiiad one hundred 
sheep. Why-j if you should begin counting, "One, two, three, 
four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten," you would count on
And on before you came to one hundred,’
One hundred is a great many.
The good shepherd lived with his sheep 
out in the fields. His fact was tanned 
brown by the sun and the wind. His eyes 
were bright from watching to see that noth­
ing hurt his sheep. He carried a strong 
stick. That was torstrike any lion or 
bear that might try to kill his sheep.
He carried, besides, a stick with a curved 
end, a crook. If a sheep fell into a hole, 
he would put the crook about its leg or catch it in the thick 
wool, and pull it out. If a lamb fell into a brook, he would 
put the crook about its little body and draw it safely to 3a nd, 
^Very morning the good shepherd led his sheep to fields 
where the grass was green, and watched them eat. Every morning 
he led them to places where the water was quiet and fresh, and
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watch them drink. At night, when the black shadows came creep­
ing up the hillsides, the good shepherd called his sheep to the 
shaepfold<i Each sheep had a name. The good shepherd knew them 
all. He would call, "Rosebudi Olive Blossoral Balm Treel" and 
the sheep would answer his call and come to the sheepfold.
Around the sheepfold was a wide fetone wall, with thorns on 
the top, to keep lions and bears froiA jumping over. The shep­
herd stood at the door and held the sheep'back, one by one, 
with his stick. If a sheep had fallen dov/n and hurt itself, 
he bathed the sore spot with soft o.il. If ^ little lamb v/as 
tirdd out with playing all day long, he rubbed oil on its head, 
and gave it v/ater to drink from -a big cup with two handles.
One day the good shepherd counted his sheep. He began, 
"One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten,"
He got up to twenty, to thirty, to eighty, to ninety. There 
were only a few left, "Ninety-one, ninety-two, ninety-three, 
ninety-four," he counted, "ninety-five, ninety-six, ninety- 
seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine." ^he next would have been 
one hundred, but there was no other. One sheep was lost, 0, 
how sorry the good shepherd felt I
He left the ninety-nine sheep with another shepherd, and 
set out at once to hunt for the lost one. Far, far he went, 
over the hills, through the fields, and along st4ep, narrow 
paths. When he passed a hole he looked down SittA it to see 
if his lost sheep had fallen in. Now and them he came across 
a little footprint, which showed him that his sheep had gone 
that way. Now and then he found bits of white wool caught on
the briers.
Every once in a while he would call the sheep*s name and 
listen, but he'would hear no answer. Then he would call again 
and listen--n-o answer. At last he thought he heard a faint 
bleat, very faint and far .away. He hurried on, and the bleating 
grew louder and nearer, and louder and .nearer, till he came to 
his lost sheep. It, was tired and" hungry and fr-ightened. He 
lifted it gently., and every step of the way he carried it, held 
close and warm against his shoulder. He would not let his tired 
sheep walk. When he reached home he called together his friends 
and said, "Be glAd with me, for I have found my sheep which was 
lost."
• He was tired, for he had gone far, over the hills, and thru 
the fields, and along the steep, narrow paths, but he did not 
mind, so long as his sheep was found. He was a good shepherd.
- -57
LESSON 17
HOW CHILDREN Mft.Y CARE FOR OTHERS 
(THE LITTLE SHEPHERD.)
THEME.—Love Shown Through Care.
AIM,--Sor/make the children desire to help care for younger 
children, animals and all living things, and to show 
how they may help.
The shepherd was sick and the shepherd's wife looked out 
from her door with anxious eyes. "Who will take the sheep to 
the pasture lands today?"she said to her little- hoy, Jean,
"I will," cried Jean. "I will," Mother, let me,"
Jean and his father and mother lived in the country, where 
jthere were quiet fields and meadows. Every 
morning, as soon as it was light, Jean's 
father was up and away with his sheep. He 
had never missed a morning before and the 
sheep were bleating as if to say, "Don't for­
get us today."
The sheep were Jean's playfellows, for 
jhe had no brothers and sisters. There was 
nothing he liked better than to wander with 
them in the pleasant pastures, and already they knew his voice 
and followed his call.
"Let the lad go," said the old grandfather. "When I was 
no older than he I watched my father^s flock." Jean's father 
said the same thing, so the mother made haste to get the little 
boy ready. "Eat your dinner when the shadows lie straight
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across the grass,”' she said as she kissed him good-bye.
"And keep the sheep from the forest path^," called the 
sick father.- "And watch, for it is when the shepherd is not 
watbhlng that the wolf comes to the flock," said the old grand­
father. "Never fear," said little lean, "the wolfi shall not 
have any of my white lambs," There wore whitd sheep and black 
sheep and frolicsome lambs in the shepherd*s flfflck and each 
one had a name of its own. There were Babette, and Nanette, 
and Pierrot and Jeanot,—I cannot tell-them all, but Jean knew 
every one. "Come, Bettine and Marie, come, Pierrot and Croisette. 
Come, pretty ones all," he called as he led them from the fold 
that day, "I will take you to the meadows where the daisies 
grow."
"Baa," answered back the sheep as they followed him over 
the hills to the pasture lands where there was plenty of green 
grass to eat and water to drink.
The other shepherds were there with their flocks, so Jean 
was not lonelyl He watel'ed his sheep at the dancing brook and 
led them along its shady banks to feed in the sunny fields 
beyond, and not one lambkld strayed from his care to the forest 
paths.
The forest lay dim and shadowy on one side of the pasture 
lands. The iteer live there, and the squirrels and many other 
animals that love the woods, where the 'trees grow thick and 
dark. There had been wolves in the forest, but they had been 
driven away and the shepherds feared them no longer, except the 
old men like Jean's grandfather, and little boys like,Jean, 
talked about them still. _
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Jean was not afraid, Oh, nol He sang with the birds and 
ran with the brook as he watched the sheep from early morning 
till noon, and when the sun was high over his head it was time 
for him to eat his dinner. There were little cakes in Jean*s 
dinner basket. He had seen his mother put them in, but he had 
not tasted a single one Before.
Then out in the road beyond he heard the sound of men 
marching, and there waa a band of music.
The other shepherds heard too, and they began toirun.
"The soldidrs are coming," they cried. "Gome, let us see 
them as they pass by."
"Who will take care of the sheep?" asked Jean, but nobody 
answered, so he, too, left his dinner and ran with the rest up 
the hillside toward the road.
"How pleased my mother will be when I tell her I have seen 
the king," he said to himself as he was hurrying over the hill­
top, when all at once he remembered the forest, and the wol^ 
and his grandfather *s words.
"Come on," called the others.
"I must stay with my sheep," answered Jean; and he turned 
and went back, though the pipes and the drums all seemed to 
say, "Come this way, come this way." He could scarcely keep 
from crying as he listened.
There was nothing in sight to harm the sheep, and the 
pasture lands were quiet and peaceful, but into the forest 
had come that day a gray, hungry wolfl. His eyes were bright, 
his ears were sharp, and. his four feet were as soft as velvet, 





branches and throngh the tangle-wood. He put his nose out and 
sniffed the air, and he put his head out and spied the sheep 
left alone in the meadows, ”Now*s my chance,*'he^aid, and out 
he spring Just as little Jean came down the hill,
"Wolf, wold, wolf*" shouted Jean, "Wolf, wolf, wolfj"
He was only a little boy, but he was brave and his voice rang 
clear as a bugle call over the valley and over the hill, "Wolf, 
wolf, wolf;"
The shepherds and soldiers came running to answer the cry, 
and as for the gray wolf he did not even stop to look behind him 
as he hurried back to the forest without even touching a lamb.
He ran so fast and so far that he never was seen in that country 
again, although the shepherd watched for him day after day.
When evening came Jean led his sheep home, white sheep 
and black sheep and frolicsome lambs—not one was missing.
"Was the day longt Did you get tired?" asked his fflQther, who 
was watching for him, from the doorway.
"Are the sheep all in?" called the sick father, "Did the 
wolf come?" said the old grandfather; but you can guess what 
Jean said, and what a story he had to tell them.
4








JESUS HELPING A FATHER 
THEME,—The Loving Care of Jesus,
AIM.--To teach the hhild to know the loving sympathy of Jesus. 
STORY MATERIAL,--John 4:46-54.
In the country where Jesus lived, there was a rich man.
He had a beautiful home near a lake, and many servants who
<-*were quick to wait upon 
him. He had one little 
boy whom he loved very 
dearly.
The boy was a happy 
little gellow, and he played 
by the lake, ran races with 
the other boys, and shouted 
and laughed all day long.
His father and mother loved 
to hear his merry voice arid 
happy laughter.
But one day the house 
was very Still, for the lit­
tle boy laughed and shouted no more. Instead, he was lying in 
bed very ill with a fever. He grew worse and worse, until he 
did not know even his father and mother, as they bent lovingly 
over him.
He tossed from one side of th© bed to the other, and 
moaned with the pain. The kind doctor had come and done all
that he could, but he could not make the little boy better.
The poor father and mother were very sad, for they feared that 
their darling little son would die.
‘'One of the neighbours, hearing that he was so ill, came 
in and said: "There is *a wonderful man named Jesus, in a tovm 
near by, who is healing all the sick who are brought to him,
I think that he might make your little boy well."
How glad the father was to hear this newsl He did not 
send one of his servants to Jesus, for he thought, "If I myself 
go to him, perhaps he will return with me and heal my little 
s on."
So he started at once, and waht as fast as he could to the 
p-lace where he had been told that Jesus was. When he reached 
it he saw a great crowd of people in one of the streets, and he 
felt sure that Jesus must be there. He made his way through 
the crowd as quickly as he could, until he reached Jesus.
.'Then he knelt down and begged him for help, saying: '*My 
little boy is so very ill that I fear he will die. Will you 
not come and mkke him well^"
As the father spoke, his eyes filled with tears, for he 
loved his little boy dearly. Jesus looked down at the poor 
father and he felt very sorry for him.
Again the father spoke, "Will you not come quickly be­
fore my child dies?"
And Jesus said, "Go thy way; thy son liveth" (that is,
"Go home again; your son is well").
What wonderful words! The father saw-that ^sus did not 
need to come with him. He knew that his little boy had been
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healed, even though Jesus had not seen him. How happy he wasi 
He thanked Jesus with all his heart and then he went back to 
his home. Now he knew that he need not hurry, so when the 
darkness came, he stopped and spent the night in an inn, or 
small hotel.
The next morning he started once more on his journey and, 
as he was travelling, he saw some of his servants coming to­
wards him. They ware running and their faces were bright and 
happy, so he felt sure that they had good news to tell him.
Even before they reached him, they called, "Yfl)ur son llvethi 
your son livethl"
The father asked them when the little boy began to get 
better and they answered, "Yesterday, at one o'clock," which 
was just the time that Jesus had sa‘id, "Your son liveth."
When the father reached home he was so glad and thankful 
to find his little boy well. After that both he and the little 
boy's mother loved Jesus, because he ha d loved them so much 
that he had made their little son well."
64
LESSON 19
JESUS AND^LIND MAN 
THEME,--The Loving Care of Jesus.
AIM.--To teaoh the child to know the sympathetic help of Jesus. 
STORY MATERIAL.--John 9:1,6-11.
The ppor beggar was blind. Day after day he sat by the 
side of the road, begging. He had always been blind. He had
ijever seen the bright sunshine, 
or the tall trees with their 
leaves dancing in the breeze.
He had never seen the green grass 
or the bright-coloured flowers.
He had never seen the faces of his 
father and mother and friends.
He had always lived in darkness.
He was poor, too. His parents 
lived in a small, old house and 
they had little to eat. They could 
not do much for their blind son,
^ils clothes were ragged. He was 
often hungry. Day by day his father or mother or some friend 
took him to a place where people passed by. There he sat down.
the people passed he asked them to help him, "Please 
give me something," he said, "I am blind, I have always been 
blind, I cannot work. Please help me."
Some people hurried by. They did not notice the blind 
. Others pitied him. They spoke kindly to him. Theyman
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gave him ^ little money. As he grew older he could walk 
without help from his friends. He had a strong stick with 
which he 'felt his way along. Each day he found a place by 
the road and sat dov/n. When he heard the people passing he, 
begged for help.
It was pleasanter out of doors than in his poor home.
He could hear the songs of birds. He could smell the sweet 
flowers. He could feel the breeze blowing against hds face. 
Some days he heard the whistling of the wind. Then he was 
cold and drew his ragged cloak closer about him.
Oh, how he wanted to seel "If I could only look at the 
sky," he thought. "If I could only see the trees and flowers. 
If I could only look into^fny mother*a face." But he thought 
that he should always be blind.
One day some people passed by. One of them was a man 
whose voice the blind man heard. He had never before heard 
a voice tha't was so sweet and gentle. It sounded ao kind, 
"Please help me," begged the blind man.
Jesus stopped, for it was Jesus who had the kind voice. 
Then he stooped down. He wet some earth and nade cliy. He 
put this on the blind man*s eyes. How gentle his fingers were I 
The blind man had never been touched so kindly before. "Go 
and wash in the pool near by," said Jesus,
The blind man heard Jesus* ‘kind words. "Will he raally 
make me see?" he thought. He went to the pool as fhst as he 
could go. He felt his way along with his stick. .Wlien he 
reached the pool he stooped down. He took up soma water and 
bathed his eyes. The sticky clay was washed off and-his eyes
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opened. He oojild seej
He could hardly believe that he v;as- awake. He thought 
that he must be dreaming. He gose to his feet. He >irag not 
.asleep. It was really true that his eyes were opened! There 
was the blue sky every his head. There were the sunbeams danc­
ing on the water of the pool. He could really see!
He hurried to his home. He wanted to tell his father, 
and mother. When they saw him they were sO: surprised, "Can 
this be our son," they said, "with his eyes open!" Theg they 
asked him, "Whp made you see?"
Their son told them of the man who put clay on his eyes 
and told him to wash in the pool, "When I washed, my eyes 
opened," he said, "and I could see!"
How happy his mother and father were! Nothing else could 
have made them so glad. Whom do you think the beggar wanted to 
find^ He wanted to find the man who bad made him well. He 
wanted to look in his kind face. He was sure that he would 
know his voice. He went along the'-streets looking for him.
As he passed, the people saw,him. One of them asked,
"Isn't this thebbfeggar who was blind?"
Another said: "Oh, no, it isn't he. This man only looks 
like him^."
But the beggar said, "I am the man."
How surprised the people were! "How did you get your sight^' 
they asked.
The beggar told them what Jesus had done,
"Who was thS-man who made you see?" asked the people.




On he wont, hunting for the man with the gentle, kind 
voice* Jesus had been to church and, as he came out, he 
looked for the beggar. Soon he faiund him,- “Do you love and 
trust G6d*3 Son?" asked Jesus.
The blind man knew Jesus* voice,Oh, how he loved him[/ 
"Who is God's Son?" he asked,
"I am Jesus, God's own Son," .Maid Jesus,
The beggar knelt down. He bent over and kissed the robe 
that Jesus wore, "0 my Lord," he said, "I love you, I will 
always trust and obey you,"
Jesus smiled upon him, and the beggar was happier than he 




JESUS HEALING A SICK BOY 
THEME,—The Loving Cace of Jesus,
AIM,--To lead the child to see the power and the loving 
sympathy of Jesus,
STORY MTERILA.p-Matthew 17:14-18.
In a country far from Hjhr© there ©nee lived a little boy.
He was a happy little fellow. He liked to run and play as 
little boys do now. He liked to be out of doors as all boys 
do. There were no boys living’ near him, so he played with 
his dog. They had find romps together.
He made friends with the birds, too. He was so kind to 
them that they were not afraid of him.* He was careful never to 
frighten them. He threw them crumbs and sometimes they flew 
to him and ate out of his hand.
The little boy's father and mother had no other children 
and they loved him dearly. It maSd them happy to look at his 
bright face and hear his merry laugh. But one day he was taken 
ill. His mother and father did all they could for him but he 
did not get better. They sent for a doctor. He could not ■ 
make him well.
After a time other doctors were called but histdreadful %
disease was not cured. Sometimes he seemed 'better. He was 
well enough to go out of doors. But then he would he ill 
again and his father and mother did not know what to do for him. 
He grew to be quite a big boy but he still had this dreadful 
Illness,
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One day a friend came to the house and said to his father: 
"There is a great Teacher, named Jesus, who is doing wonderful 
things^ He touches the eyes of the blind and makes them see.
He opens the ears of the deaf so they can hear. He raaked the 
lame walk and heals those who are ill with different diseases.
I believe that he could help your little boy,"
Oh, how glad the father was to hear of this great healerl 
He learned that Jesus was in a town not far away. He started 
at once, taking his little sick boy with him. When he came 
to the place where Jesus had been he found that Jesiis had gone 
away with some of his disciples.
"He is up on the mountain," said the people, "but we think 
that he will come down again soon, Here are s,ome of his dis­
ciples. Perhaps they can help your little boy."
The father took his sick boy to the disciples and they 
tried to help him butjthey could not make him well, "We are 
sorry," they said, "For we should like to help you. You must 
wait until Jesus comes."
The poor father v/aited but he was very eager to have 
Jesus come, for he wanted his son made well. At iast the people 
called out, "Jesus is coming! Jesus is coming!"
The father I'ooked up and there werb Jesus and three of his 
disciples, Peter, James and John. "Take your sick boy to Jesus," 
said the people, "and he will make him well."
The father took his little boy and hurried to Jesus. He 
knelt down and said: "Won*t you heal my son, Lord? He has a 
dreadful disease. I brought him to your disciples but they 
could not help him,"
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”How long has he had this illness?" Jesus asked*
"Ever since he v/as a little child," theffather answered* 
"Do you think that i can make him well?" adked Jesus.
"I am sure that you can," said the father.
Then Jesus healed the illness and the boy was wellf How 
lovingly the little fellow looked at JesusI-, How glad he was 
to he welll And hov/ astonished all the people were I I know 
that Jesus was glad that he could help the little boy, I am 
sure that it made him happy to see his bright face*
At first the^ father v/as so surprised that he could not' 
speak. Oncd more he ^elt down^ He thanked Jesus for answer­
ings his prayer and making his son v/ell. Then, taking* his son 
by the hand, he retiirned to his home.
The mother was waiting there. Oh, how eager she was to 
know if Jesus had helped her dear little soni When she 'saV/ 
that he had been cured tears of joy filled her eyes. She 
clasped her little boy close in her arms. "0 my darling little 
son," she sdld, "I am s© that you are well."
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LESSON 21
JESUS LOVING LITTLE CHILDREN 
THEME,--The Loving Care of Jesus.
AIM,-»*To teach the child^Poknow that Jesus loves little
children so that they may have great love for Jesus^
STORY mTERIAL.--Mark 10:13-16.
Jesus was tired. He had had no time to rest. All day 
the people had been with him—such crowds of people — coming close .
around him. So many had needed help and he had helped them all.
He loved them and was so sorry
for them.
He was always glad to 
touch the eyes of the blind 
so that they could see the 
beautiful things our heavenly 
Father had made, and to open 
the ears of the ddaf so that 
they could hear the sweet 
songs of the birds, the music 
of brooks and the voice of 
their friends.
Some of the sick people 
c6uld not speak and it gave 
Jesus joy to touch their lips so they could talk and laugh like 
other peoplsi
Then Jesus had talked to the people. He had told them 





them to be unselfish toward others and to obey our heavenly 
Father, but often they forgot and did wrong things.
Even his disciples, who had been with him so longy did 
na»t always understand what he tried to teach them, though he 
answered their questions and tried to make them know and love 
our heavenly Father. And so he felt tired and sad,
Just.T than Jesus heard a little child's laugh. How sweet 
it soundedi Jesus smiled as he listened. Then he heard 
children's voices and another mer-ry little laugh. They were 
coming nearer. Yes, there they were—many children with their 
mothers, Jesus was glad that they were coming to him, for he 
loved children very much.
But what was happening? The disciples were speaking to 
the mothers. They were telling them to go away. The mothers 
looked sa4, the children laughed no more.
Jesus went toward them. "You do not understand," he said 
to his disciples. "Let them come to me, for I love them very 
much."
Then Jesus sat down. He took a little baby in his arras.
The baby put a soft little hand on his face and smiled back at 
him. How sweet she wasi Jesus loved to hold her.
Then he put her back into- her mother's arms and took an­
other and another until he had held each little baby. On each 
little head he had laid his loving hadd as he asked our heavenly
Father to give his blessing* L
And not a single baby was frightened and not a single baby




The children came close about him* They knew that he loved 
them. Children always know who is their friend. They nestled 
their heads on his shoulder, they put their arms about him, 
they smiled up into his kind face.
And Jesus put his hands on their haads^, one after another, 
and asked our heavenly Father to take care -of them and to help 
them to be loving and good.
It mafte Jesus happy to have the babies and little children 
with him. The sad look went out of his face. He was tired no 
longer. The children had rested him.*
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LESSON 22
THE STORY OF A LITTLE CATERPILLAR 
THEME.--God's Care of Life.
AIM,--To teach the little child to see the winter's sleep and 
spring's awakening of life in natare shows God's great 
care of life.
STORY MATERIAL.—Psalm 147:16-18; Song of Solomon 2:11-13 ;7:11,12
Genesis 1:11, 12, 20, -----
“Oh! how I wish that I could fly," said a soft greet
caterpillar one day* ”l love my home here in the garden—there
are plenty of green cabbage leaves
7 '*
for me to eat,--but I can only 
crawl, and oh! how I would love to 
see more of the beautiful world!.
Just then a robin flew by and 
perched on a twig just above the 
little caterpillar.
“Oh! Mr. Robin," he saM, "0an you fly way up in the sky 
and see the beautiful things of the world?"
"Yes, indeed, my home is in the tree-top and all day long 
I fly through the air and I see jjuch beautiful things.
"Oh' won't you tell me what you see," said the green cater­
pillar*
"Galdly," said the robin, and he told how he flew through 
the air and saw the blue, blue sky, and the fields full of 
buttercups and daisies,end trees just covered with beautiful
pink blossoms
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"But I must be going" he said. "My baby birds will be 
waiting for their dinner." "Good-by,little friend," he said, and 
away he flew.
"How wonderful it must be, " said the soft green cater­
pillar, "I wish, oh! I wish I could fly!"
Many weeks passed by and the caterpillar grew larger and 
larger, until he became a full grown caterpillar. Then one day 
he felt very sleepy, The cold winds began to blow and he 
shivered as he crawled over the oabbbge leaves. Then he thought, 
"I will find another home," So he crawled slowly across the 
garden till he came to a big\ tree, and there he found a snug 
little home,away up close to the tree. Then he slowly spun 
a soft little brown blanket cradle with the soft silken threads. 
Then he changed his opat of color* for a night clothes of
dark, shing^brown. He crept inside the cradle and fell fast
asleep.
tuONowvone but the caterpillar had woven the 
soft and most beautiful cradle 
that had ever been made. And no 
one had helped the caterpillar 
change his coat of awmy coiair| 
for his night clothes of cark, shining brown,
No one did I say? There was Some One and this One 
was God, It is he that has given to every living 
ways- of its own and cares for it whether large or ^^11.
While this caterpillar was sleeping, the cold winds came 
and rocked his little cradle and the snow came and covered him
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all up, but he didn't care for he was fast asleep in his little 
cradle*
Then one day he awoke after the long winter^ nap and a 
sxinbeam came right down where .he was aad said, "Wake up, wake 
up, little friend.*' Spring is here,” and then the raindrops 
came; tap, tap, tap, tap, and they said,too, "Wake up, wake^upj
little friend, spring^ is here."
So he stretched himself against his little cradle and a 
most wonderful thing happened. He just pulled it entirely off 
and stood up straight in the warm sunlight. Just then he felt
something at his sidejand Ihoked^'-i 
and behold 1 he was a -beautiful butter­
fly! He stretched his wings and flew 
away up into the beautiful world above 
and he saw;the blue, blue sky, and the 
rfields full of buttercups and daisies, 
and the trees just covere^d with pink, pink blossoms.
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LESSON 23 
AN EASTER LILY 
THEME.--God*s Care of Ll^e.
AIM.--To bring a part of the meaning of Easter to the children 
through the awakening of nature,
STORY MATERIAL.--Matthew 6:28-29
Once upon a time in a florist's 'shop there was a little 
brown lily bulb. All about it ware bright and beautiful flowers. 
There were lilies, daffodils, tupiips and roses and ever so many
7>
other flowers growing straight and tall. Some were in the florist^
window, and some were on 
shelves in the shop, but the 
little brown lily bulb was 
tucked away in a tray with 
the other bulbs. It couldn't 
see very well and no one 
seemed even to notice it at 
all, and it was very unhappy.
"How I wish I could be 
beautiful so some one would 
want me!" it said to itself. 
For, you see, every day the 
little brown lily bulb saw 
people coming into the shop
to buy flowers to send th their friends.
One day one of the men in the florist's shop came over to 
the tray where the lily bulb was, and looHed all of the bulbs
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over. Presently he took out the unhappy little bulb. It was 
very much excited and woundered where it was going; But what 
do you suppose the florist *3 man did with it? V/hy, he carried 
it into the greenhouse near the shop and put it way down in a 
flower pot in some soft brown earth, and then put the pot in a 
dark place under a shelf where no .light could get in,
"Oh,"said the little brown lily bulb," why couldn’t they 
let me stay where I could see all the beautiful flowers that are 
making other people so happy?" It couldn’t understand at all 
why it was tucked away in a dark place.
Bye and bye the little brown lily bulb grew drowsy and it 
went to sleep. What a long, long sleep it had, for days and 
even for weeks it rested.
One day it was dreaming about the beautiful flowers in 
the florist’s shop, when suddenly it heard the voice of the 
florist’s man, and* felt itself being lifted up and put in an­
other place, -but still it was down in the brown earth and co- 
vered up
"What good did it do to move me?" said the little brown 
lily bulb, "I don't see what I was made for."
But the new place wqs different. The little bulb couldn’t 
tell why, until one day something warm came down through the 
brown earth in the pot and said, "Wake up, little brown lily 
bulb, it’s time to growl"
"I don't know how to grow," replied the little bulb,
"We'll help you," said a little stream of water that came 
trickling down through the brown earth, "Come."
1
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But the something warm said,' "You will have to try yourself."
So the little brown lily bulb did try. It pushed and 
pushed, and presently it*^s brown coat burst and it sent little 
roots down into the earth, and soon green leaves pushed out 
and up into the sunlight. The little brown lily bulb didn't know 
it, but all that long rest time had been making it ready to grow.
When the florist's man came along again he said: "What a 
sturdy little plant this is. I must give it plenty of light 
and water and perhaps it will bloom by Easter."
The lily plant then tried harder than ever to grow, and 
one day sent out from its straight green stalk some beautiful 
white buds, and then it was carried back to the shop.
' How happy it was to be back there again with all the beau­
tiful flowers I It was so busy growing and opening its white 
blossoms and seeing the other flowers that it forgot all about 
itself untii:^, one day some children came dancing Into the floristli 
shop. They said to the florist, "We have some money, and we 
want to buy a lily to send to some children who are sick in a 
hospital, to make them glad on Easter day."
Then the florist looked, and the children looked, and they 
couldn't find a more beautiful plant than our little brown bulb, 
grown to b© a green plant full of leaves and white flowers.





THE GARDEN OF EDEN
THEIAE,—Our Part in the Care of Flowers and Birds,
AIM,--To teach the child to cooperate with God in tender care 
for growing things,
STORIAL MATERIAL.--Genesis 1:27, 28b, 29; 2:8-10a, 15.
' Long, long ago, God planted a garden. It was called the 
garden of Eden. A river flowed through the garden of Eden ,to 
water it. In the ground God hl<l away little seeds. His sun
warmed them and his water- 
drop's wet them. By and by 
the plants that were inside 
came out and climbed up, up 
into the sunlight. Someoof 
them grew into tall trees, 
with green leaves that danced 
upon their branches. Some og 
them grew into plantg^v/ith 
pretty flowers--pink and 
blue and red and white and 
yellow. Some of them grew 
into vines that oraw^dd 
^along the ground and over
the bushes', and when they had crept high enough they hung out 
bunches of berries and grapes. There were fruits growing on 
the trees and vegetables growing in the ground. There was a 
carpet of green grass. There was a roof of blue sky, and at
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night the sky-roof was lighted with stars.
It was a beautiful'garden. But there was no man or woman 
or child to enjoy it. The •flowers blossomed and no one smelled 
them or picked them. The fruit fell to the earth and no one 
ate it. The wind sang in the branches of the trees and there 
was no one to listen.
Then God mafie animals, great and small, and birds that 
flew through the air and built nests in the trees. In the 
garden of Eden there were the . blrds^and tlje cries of
animals and the buaa of insects.
Now, God had planted this garden for a home. He had na de 
it beautiful with flowers and trees and green grass, because 
it was to be somebody*s home. Then God made the first man.
The first man was .named Adam. God put Adam in the garden of 
Eden. The beautiful garden was God's present of a home for 
him, Adam's part was to taka care of it,
God brought all the animals he had made to Adam to see 
what he would call them, and whatever Adam called them became 
their name. Adam became acquainted with every living creature 
that flew or hopped or walked or crawled. The animals were his 
friends.
Now when the flowers blossemed there was some one to smell
their sweetness. Now there was some one to pick the berries and
the grapes that hung from the vines. And Adam did his part.
He tended the garden and took care of the plants and the flowers
✓
and the trees. The garden was the home God had given him,
God had planted it and sent his sun to warm it and his raindrops 
to water it. And Mam helped make things grow.
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That was long, long ago; but ever since that first garden 
there have been gardens and gardens and gardens. God has,'; 
always sent his sun to warm these gardens and his raindrops 
to water them, but he expects the people who own them to do 
their part. Sometimes the gardens belong' to farmers, and they 
plow the earth and sow seeds in them and water and hoe and weed 
them. And there are gardens that belong to children, God 
expects every child to help water flowers and take ©are of 
plants.




OUT OF THE NEST
THEME.—Our Part in the Care of Flowers and Birds.
AIM.—To awaken an interest in and sympathy with "bird life by
starting children in the observation and the care of birds, 
and to help them to realize that »care of birds is to 
cooperate with God.
STORY jyiATERIAL,—Psalms 8:6,8a; SOjlla; 148:7a,10; Matt.10:29.
Once upon a time a mother-bird and a father-bird built a 
nest in a tree.
It was made of straw, and leaves and all sorts of wonderful 
things, and it even had lace trimmings on it.
Soon after the nest was finished, the mother-bird put two 
eggs in it, and then she and father-bird thought of nother but
keeping those egga safe and warm.
Mother-bird sat upon them day and night; and even when fa­
ther-bird would say,"You really must fly about a little and let 
me take care of the eggs," she did not like to leave them.
After a while two little birds came out of the shells-- 
whloh was just what she had been hoping for all the long time.
The baby-birds were both so weak and small that they could do 
nothing at all for themselves but open their mouths very wide 
and call "Peep, peep! Mother dear, peep!" Mother-bird and father- 
bird were busy all day getting them something to eat.
Bye and bye they began to grow; and then they had soft 
feather clothes to wear, which are the best clothes in the world
for baby-birds.
Mother-bird said to them on^day, "You are almost ready to 
fly," and then they felt very large.
That same day mother-bird and father-bird flew away together 
to get something for dinner; and while they were gone the little 
birds heard a very queer noise which seemed to come from a pond 
near their tree. This the way it sounded; "Kerchunkl Kerchunkl"
"OhI What can it be?" said the sister-bird, "1*11 pe®!) 
over the side of the nest and see," said the brother.
But when he put his head out he could see nothing, although 
he heard the sovind very plainly: "Kerchunkl Kerchunkl" Then he 
leaned out a little farther and a little farther, till his 
head was dizzy.
"Peep, peepl You*ll fallVcried the sister bird;sand sure 
enough, she bad scarcely said it before he- tumbled out of the 
nest, down, down, to the groimd.
He was not hurt, but bh, how frightened he was* "Peep, 
peepj.mother dear, peepl" he cried. "Peepl cried the sister- 
bird up in the nest; but the mother and father were too far 
av/ay to hear their calls.
The brother-bird hopped about on the ground and looked around 
him. He was near the pond now, and the sound was very laud: 
"Kerohunll^^ Kerchunk* Kerchunkl" "Peep, peep, peepl" called -w- 
the birdie; and in element up hopped a big frog.
This was an old school-teacher frog, and he had been teaching 
all the little frogs to sing.
He hopped right up to the brother-bird. "Kerchunkl Ker- 
chunkl" said he. "How can I teach my frogs to sing when you 
are making such a noise?"
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“Peep, peep! ^ant my mama," said the bab^-hird.
Then the big frog saw how young the birdie was, and he 
was sorry for him,
"Gome with me," he said, "and I will teach you to sing."
But the baby-bird only cried louder than ever at this, and 
a mother-dove, who was singing her babies to sleep in a neighbor 
ing tree, flew down to see what could be the matter*
"I con*t begin to get my children to sleep in all this fuss 
she said to the frog; but when she saw the little bird she was 
just as sorry as the frog had been. "Poor, dear baby," she 
cried, "I will fly right off and find your mama for you." So 
she told her children to be good and quiet, and then away she 
flew.
Before long she met the father and mother and they all 
flew back in a great hurry;
Then they tried to get the baby-bird into the nest again.
"He's entirely too young to be out of the nest," cried 
his mother, "and he must get in agdln at once."
Spread your wings and fly as I do," said the father-bird.
So the babypbird spread his wings and tried to fly; but ■ 
try as he would he could not reach the nest in the tree,
"Put him into my school and^wlll teach him to: swfem," said 
the frog; "that's better than flying and a great deal easier to 
learn, I'm sure."
This was so. kind in the frog that the mother-bird thanked 
him; but she said that she had to be very careful with her 
children, and that she was afraid the water might give the 
little bird a cold.
While they were talking they‘heard somebody doming, whistl­
ing the jolllest tunei
"Dear me! Dear me!" ^ied the birds, "There comes a boyf"
"He*s apt to have sfees^in his packet," said the frog.
"He will carry my darling off and put him in a cage! Oh, 
fly! fly!" begged the mother-bird. But before the baby-bird 
even|jtt.me to say "peep!" the boy came in sight.
Then the father-bird flew over the boy's head and the mother* 
bird down in frontcof him. The frog croaked and the dove cooed, 
but none of them could hide the little bird from him.
"If you hurt him 1*11 peck your eyes out!" cried the poor 
mother, who hardly knew wha.t she was saying; but the boy picked 
the little bird up just as if he did not hear her.
"Oh! what shall I do!" cried the mother-bird.
Then the boy looked at her and at the baby-bird and up in 
the tree where the nest was.
"Goo, coo, coo! I think I know what he's going to do," 
said the dove,
"There's ^l^lling," croaked the frog, and they all watched 
and wondered while the boy put the bird in his pocket and began 
to climb the tree.
' " He swung himself from branch to branch, climbing higher all 
the. time, until at last he reached the pretty nest where the 
sister-bird waited for her mama to come home.
Mother-bird and father-bird flew to the top of the tree to 
watch the boy.
"Suppose he should take her, too," said the mother-bird.
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But what do you think he did? Yes indeedl He put the brother- 
bird back In the hast, as well as the mother-bird could have 
done it herself.
"Thank you! Thank you!" sahgv-. the the mother and Cathey 
as the boy scrambled down again,
"Peep, peep! Thank you!" called the little birds from the
nest.
"Coo, coo! I knew," cried the dove,
"Kerchunk! Kerchunk!"! should like to have him in my school," 
said the frog as he hopped away to the pond.
And that is the end of my story.
From Maud Lindsay*s Mother Stories
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LESSOH 26
THE PILLAR OF CLOUD AND FIRE 
THEME.—Duty Of Loving Obedience,
AIM.—To teach the *hild to know that unquestioning obedience 
is essential in following definite d'irections.
STORY MATERIAL,—Exodus 13:17-22; Numbers 9:1-5-23,
Once upon a time some people were travelog. There were
fathers and mothers and children. 
There were a great many people.
They were going to a new home. 
The^^were no trains or trolley cars 
for them to ride on. They had no 
carriages. The fathers and mothers 
wa'lke4. The smallest children were 
carried. The people took their 
clothes in bundles. They took food 
along with them and tents to sleep 
in, for the' place where they traveled 
was lonely. There was not a single 
house or store there.
The “Moo" of oows could be heard and the "Baa" of sheep, 
for these people drove along herds of cows and flocks of sheep. 
Drivers cracked their whips and shouted to the animals to keep 
them in line with the rest. On and on and on the people traveled.. 
When these in front looked back^as far as they could see'there
was a line of people.
There were no signposts to point out the way. How do you 
suppose they khew where to go? One man led the rest. Moses was
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the leader* And God showed Moses the way* God was the real 
leader. God -showed him how to Biaad the people hy a pillar of 
cloud, like a high column, which went before them. When they 
first started out they were in such a hurry that they had to 
travel in the daytime and in the night too. They could only 
stop to rest when they were very tired* By night the pillar of 
cloud changed to a pillar of fire, and gave them light, so that 
they could see where to go.
Day after day and iight after night they traveled on, and 
always by day the pillar of cloud went before them, and by night 
the pillar of fire led them. By and by they did not need to 
travel so fast. At night they set up the tents they carried 
and slept in them. In the morning they folded up the 'tents and 
started on again.
They had been traveling some time when they stopped and 
made a church. It was not a church like ours, People who 
traveled would not want a church of wood or stone which could 
not be moved* Their church was a tent* It could be folded up 
when they traveled* It was much bigger than the tents the 
people ilept in. Inside there Were bright curtains of blue 
and red and purple, hanging from poles that were covered with 
shining gold. The people went to this big tent when they 
wished to pray and think about God.
^^Th^^^pften set up their tents and stayed for a long time
in one place. Then the tent church was put in the middle, with 
the people’s tents around it. Over the tent church theppillar 
of cloud rested. At night the pillar of cloud changed to a 
pillar of firs, lighting up the dark. When the pillar of cloud
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and fire rested over the tent church it meant that God wanted 
the people to stay where they were, VThen God wanted them to 
travel on again, the 'pillar of cloud rose from the tent church. 
This was the way God showed them whether they were to travel 
or to rest.
Every morning, when they came out of their tents, they 
looked at the pillar of cloud to see' whether it said to them 
"stay!" or "Gol" Sometimes when they went to sleep it would 
be resting over the tent church, and when they woke it would 
be above it, leading the way on. Sometimes the pillar of cloud 
would tell them to rest a few days. Sometimes it would tell 
them to stay in one place a whole year.
They had to watch and do exactly as God told them through 
his pillar of cloud and fire. When it rested they lived in their 
tents,.and their sheep and cows ate grass near by, and the 
children played, and the mothers cooked the food, and the fathers 
took care of the animals. The minute they saw the pillar of cloid 
rise they hurried about. The mothers packed up the food and 
clothes and dishes and get the children ready to start. The 
fathers took down the tents and folded them and drove along 
the sheep and cows. Men took down the tent cl^ch, too, and 
packed that up;
So these people traveled to their new home, and they watched 
the pillar of cloud and fire always, and did exactly as it told 




HOW TWELffE DUCKLINGS LEARNED TO HIDE 
THEME.—Duty of Loving Obedience.
AIM,--Using faith in and love for parents, teachers, and others 
as motives for helping the child to obey quickly and 
willingly.
Once upon a time, at Lonely Lake, a mother duck had twelve 
little ducklings. Ducklings are ducks*i little children. Each 
little duckling was about as big as your two hands when they 
are clasped together.
Every morning, mother duck went out with her twelve duck­
lings to’ get a dinner for herself and her little ones. She 
would swim along on the top of the water, and the twelve duck­
lings i would swim after her* Whenever a duckling got tired--for 
they were not used to swimming very far--what do you think 
happened? Mother duck just let the tired duckling get on her back 
and ride.
One day, when they were allrswimming along by the shore of 
Lonely Lake, mother duck looked back and 4he saw a great Big 
Thing coming toward her and the ducklings as if it were going 
to catch them and eat th'em up. ’'QjTrildren,'* she said, “there *s 
a great Big Thing coming after usi We must hide ourselves.
Come with me, every one of you!" Then the little ducklings 
went after her exactly as she told them to. Not one of them 
said, "I don't want to!" Not one of them hung back, but every 
one just went. They all went and hid themselves under a maple 
tree by the shore of the lake. "Children," said mother duck.
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”don‘t pne of you stir! Don't one of you make a sound I Don't 
even wM&peri" And not a ducklong stirred, not one of them 
make a sound, not one of them even whispered.
Then mother duck looked out from under the maple tree to 
see where the Big Thing was. And there it was, coming right 
toward her and the twelve ducklings. "Children," she said,
*.^it*S'' coming! We must run! Follow me, every one of you!"
Then the little ducklings went after her, exactly as she told 
them to. Not one of them said, "I don't want to!" Not one of
them hung back, but every one just went-. They were not old
enough to fly through the air yet, but they partly flew and
partly swam, and they went wery swiftly, trying to get away from 
the Big Thing,
But the Big Thing was very strong and swift, and when mother 
duck looked back again, there it was, still coming after her and 
the twelve little ducklings. "Children," she said, "it's coming 
after us again! We must hide once morev But this time wwe 
won't hide under the na pie tree, but we'll hide among the rooks 
under pine tree in the bay. Come with me, every one of you!"
Then the little ducklings went after her exactly as she told 
them to. Not one of them said. "I don't want to!" Not one 
of them hung back, but every one just vfent. So they hid them­
selves this time among the rocks under the pine tree in the bay.
Then mother duck looked out from among the rocks under the 
pine tree in the bay to see where the Big Thing was. And there it 
was, coming right toward her and the twelve ducklings again. 
"Children," said she, "It's coming again. I must run, but you 
must stay here. Don't one of you make a soundl Don't one of
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you stirl Don't enen v/hisper lintel I come backi" And not a 
duckling stirred, not one of them made a sound,-not one of 
them even whispered. Not one of them said, "Let me go, tool" 
But they all did just as mother duck had told them to. And 
that's the reason why the Big Thing couldn'*t see them and 
couldn't hear them, and so couldn't find them.
But mother duck herself came out where the Big Thing 
could see her. She started right out into the lake, partly 
flying and partly swimming, just as if she were only a ducking_ 
and couldn't yet fly in the air. So the big thing went after 
her, on and on out into the lake, far away from the ducklings 
who Riding among the racks under the pine tree. This is just 
what mother duck wanted. For she was fooling the Big-Thing, 
and when she had led it way out into the lake, far away from, 
the ducklings, she just rose in the air and flew away.
So the Big Thing didn't get either her or the twelve duck­
lings .
When the Big Thing was far av/ay and out of sight, mother 
duck flew back toward the pine tree in the bay. The twelve 
little' ducklings looked out and saw her coming, and they 
wanted to go and meet her^J^ shout out loud. But not one of 
them stirred, not one of them made a sound, not one of them 
even whispered, because mother duck had told them not to. 
When"mother duck saw that they had all obeyed her, she said, 
"You've allf'been good children. Not one of you has stirred, 
not one of you has made a sound, not one pf you has even
A
whispered. And it*3 well you didA*t. For if the Big Thing 
had seen you move or heard you speak, he would have found 
you. But the Big Thing didn't find gcny of you, and he's gone 
now, so we can have a good time together again. Let's all 
go down the shore of the lake and see if we can catch a 
fish for dinner.
-- George A. Coe.
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liESSOK Sd
H6W LITTLE ELSIE LEARNED TO OBEY.
THEME.--Duty of Loving Obedience,
AIM.--To bring home the truth of the unhappy consequence of 
disobedience and the necessity for obeying parents.
One summer a little girl named Elsie went with her Father 
and mother to her grandpa's farm. How she enjoyed the big yard 
and all the animals! There were chickens and ducks, sheep and 
lambs, dear little calves, and aittle pink pigs with funny 
curly tails, Elsie loved to go with grandpa when he fed them.
Grandpa gave her a place for a garden, and she hoed the 
ground and planted the seeds. Then she watched for the flowers 
to grow.
"You must water your garden," said grandpa.
So Elsie carried her little watering pot out to the gard­
en and sprinkled the earth, and af last she saw some little 
green shoots, "My flowers are growing," she said joyfully.
After a time flowers came on the green stems, red, yellow, 
pink, white and other colours. Each morning, when the sun 
shone upon them, the portulaca blossoms opened, and Elsie 
thought they were the very prettiest flowers she had ever seen.
But there were other interesting things on grandpa's farm. 
^^'£0- trees, and near the house stood a beaut-
iful apple tree.
"May I have an apple, grandpa?" asked Elsie, one morning. 
"No, Elsie," he replied, "Don't pick any apples yet, for they
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are not ripe and they would hurt you,"
A few days later Elsie was out in the yard alone and she 
looked up at the apple tree. Just over her head, where she 
cotild reach up and get it, there hung an apple. It was all 
yellow, and, yes, there were spots of red on it,
"That apple must be ripe," thought Elsie, "Grandpa 
dosen't know how ripe it is, I*m sure that he won*t mind if 
I take that one,"
She reached up, picked it and began to eat it. Just then 
she saw grandpa come out of the house, but instead of running to 
meet him, she went behind the tree,
"Elsie," he called, "do you want to go to the pond with me 
to see the ducks?"
Slowly 'the little girl came toward him and, seeing how 
ashamed she looked, grandpa asked,"Did you take an apple, Elsie."
"Yes, I did, grandpa,," she' answered. "I thought one of 
them was ripe and you wouldn t mind.
Grandpa took her hand and led her into the house to her 
mother, "I am very sorry to tell you," he said, "that Elsie did 
not obey me, so I have brought her to you,"
Mother took Elsie in her arms, "I am so sorry that you
did not aind grandpa," she said.
"I am, too, mother," said Elsie. "The apple^asn't r«*pe, 
as grandpa said: it tasted very sour."
"I must punish you, my little girl," said her mother, "so 
ttet next itlme you will rememher to do just as you are told. 
To-day you cannot have any dessert.
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At dinner time, after Elsie had eatoH her meat and vege­
tables, Bridget brought in a anowpudding. Oh, how good it 
looked! Elsie, slipping from her chair, went to her mother 
and whispered: ”0 mother, this is the pudding I like best of 
all, Mayn*t I have some?"
"No, dear," replied her mother^ "You chose an apple in­
stead of the pudding to-day."
Elsie knew that there was no use in teasing, but after 
that she tried hard to remember to do as she was toldi
Father went home after a few weeks, but Elsie and her 
mother stayed all summao* and had such a happy visit. When the 
fall came they, too, went back to their home. Elsie missed 
the farm, arid grandpa and grandma, and all the animals, but it 
was very nice to be with father again.
Elsie*s home was in the city and there was no pretty yard 
in which to play, but no'/'far away was a beautiful park where 
mother often took her.
Sometimes father came home early and went with them. He 
would take Elsie for a ride in the swan boat, on the little 
lake, and this was great fun. It looked as if the big swam 
at the back pushed the boat, but father said that the man, who
sat behind the swan, really made it go.
*Twas such a pretty lake with islands where^many birds had 
their homes* There wer» real swans and ducks floating on the 
water.
One morning Elsie's mother said to her: "I must go down 
town to-day I don't know just when, I can get home. Mollie will 
.bring you back from kindergarten, but after that she will be
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busy, so I want you to stay in the house until I return.”
"Yes, mother," said-Elsie, "I will."
When Elsie came from kindergarten she had her luncheon 
and then, as she was playing with her dolls, the bell rang and 
there was her little friend Dorothy. "Gome over to the park, 
Elsie," siie said. "Mother is going to take me, and she said 
I might ask you to go, too."
"No, I can*t go," said Elsie. "Mother told me to stay at 
home."
"Oh, she didn’t know that I would come for you," said her 
little friend, "She wouldn’t mind, I know, and mother will 
take us to ride in thw swan boat,"
Elsie wanted to go ever so much, but she said, "No, Dorothy,
mother said I must not go out."
A little while after Dorothy had gone Elsie heard a horse 
come trotting up the street and stop at the house. She ran to 
the window, and there were father and mother in a buggy,
"Gome, little girl," said father as he came up the steps. 
"Get your things on and we’ll have a nice drive.
Such a happy time as Elsie had, for she loved' to drive 
almost better than anything else, "0 mother," she said, I m 
so glad I minded you and didn’t go with Dorothy,"
"So am I, dear," replied her mother, "for it would have - 
made both: father and mother sad to lave had you miss this
drive,"
-- Laura Ella Cragin.
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WESSON 29
FOUR FRIENDS HELPING A SICK MAN 
THEME,--FRIENDLY HELPERS.
AIM.—To teach the little child to appreciate the help of 
friends and he willing to help others.
STORY MATERIAL.--Mark 2:1-4, 10-12.
There was once a man who had many friends. He saw them
often. They came to his house to 
see him. He went to their houses. 
They liked to be together. After 
a time the man was taken sick. He 
had pain in his back. Then he had 
pain in his arms and legs. He grew 
v;orse and v/orse.
At last he could not leave hE 
bed. He could not move his haflds or 
his feet. His wife and children had 
to care for him. They had to feed 
him, for he could not take his own 
food. They were very sorry for him. 
His friends,too, were very sorry that he was ill. "We wish 
that we could help him," they said.
They talked about this a great deal. They tried to think 
of something that they could do, .One day they heard that Jesus 
was coming to their city. They heard that he made sick people, 
well. They were very glad.
"We will take our friend to Jesus," they said, "He will 
heal him. How happy we shall be when our friend is well againi"
They entered the sick man's room. "Jesus has come to our 
town," ^they said, "He is healing the sick. Perhaps he can 
make you well. We will take you to him."
"Make me well!" cried the sick man. "Oh, how wonderful 
that would bel I thought that I should never move again. Oh, 
how good youiare to help me!"
The four friends carried the sick man on a mat. Each man 
took hold-of one corner. They lifted the sick man carefully. 
They walked slowly, so that they should not hurt him. They 
went on and on. At last they saw a crowd. "Jesus must be 
there," they said.
They went towards the house. But Jesus was inside. They 
could not see him. There were manj^y, many people about the 
door and in front of the house. The sidk man's friends could 
not take him through such a crowd. They could not even get 
near the door. "What shall fee do?" they asked each other.
The sick man was troubled. He did so want to 6e well.
But now he feared that he could not even see Jesus. Then one 
of his friends looked up at the roof of the house. "There is
a way," he thought.
And he said to the others: "Let us carry our frlend^up. 
the stairway of this house. Then we can make a hole in the 
roof and let him down through it."
"That is u good plan,"the others answered.
When Jesus was here on earth, evepy house had an outside
stairway, leading up to the roof.
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The four friends carefully carried the sick man up the stair­
way, The roof of the house was flat. The four friends made a 
hole in the roof. Then they t±dd a rope to each corner of the 
matron which the sick man was lying and let him down.
Jesus had been talking to the people. He heard a noise 
over his head. He looked up. A man was being let down to him. 
Jesus was sorry for the sick man.
He looked at the crowd about him, "This man's .friends 
could not bring him throiigh the door," he thought, "because 
there was such a crowd. They believe that I can make their friend 
well, I will help him,"
When the man was let down Jesus looked lovingly at him.
He felt sorry for him. "He cannot move his body and he is in 
pain," thought Jesus. "He has done wicked things, so his 
heart is sick, too. I will make him well and I will help him 
to be good."
Then Jesus said to the man, "Son, thy sins are forgiven."
Thejf nan was watching Jesus, hoping that he would make 
him well. As Jesus spoke I think that tears came into the 
sick man's eyes. He was sorry tla t he had done wrong things.
He thought, "I will try to do what is right after this."
Then Jesus said, "I say unto thee, Arise, take up thy 
bed,and go imto thy house."
The man was very much surprised. "Why, I haven't walked 
for years," he Hinught. "How can I arise and take my feed and
go home?"
He looked at Jesus, and Jesus smiled kindly at him. "I 
will ^tsaid- the sick man. "Jesus will help me.
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He moved his feet. He found that he could sian4 up.
He rolled up the mat, on v/hich he had been lying, and put it 
on his shoulder. I think that he thanked Jesus for making him 
well. Then he walked through the room and out of the house.
The people moved to one side, so tthat he could pass by 
them. They were all astonished. **We never saw anything done 
like this before," they said. They praised God for sending 
Jesus to help them,
I think that the first thing that the man who had been 
made well did, when he was outside of the house, was to find 
his friends. They had been watching from the roof, through 
which they had let him down to Jesus, How glad they were 
when Jesus made him welli
= Now the man found them, as they were coming down the ^tain
way, which lad down from the roof. "How good you were to mel" 
he said. "If you had not taken me to Jesus I should never 
have been well.
"When you saw what a crowd there was, if you had taken 
me home again, I should never have been able to move, But 
you carried me up on the roof. You made a hole and let me 
down to Jesus, and he made me well. How can I ever thank you!
I hope that I can help you some time.'"
His friends answered: "We were glad to help you. We are




A LITTLE BOY HELPING- JESUS
THEME.—Friendly Helpers.
AIM.--To teach the child to be helpful to others and to be 
willing to do so even with self-denial,
STORY MATERIAL.--John 6: 1-13.
0, Mother, Jesus is in the next town," said the little 
boy, "May I go and -and see him?"
^ The mother looked at 
her boy*s eager face, "Yes, 
dear,"sine said, "I like jipau 
very much to have you to go 
to hear Jesus, He is so 
kind to children and tells 
such fine stories and makes
sick people well and does so 
many thmderful things,
"Mother, will you go with
met" asked the boy;
"No, dear," replied his 
mother, "1 wish I could go, 
but I have much to do in the
tou.. thla aornlne, .. I o..a.t ^
Timothy, the fisherman, is preparing to go to sea Jesus. If 
you go with him, he will take good care of you."
••Yes, mother," said the boy, and off he started toward 
Timpthy's house, but his mother called him back.
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“Mother want to give you a little lunch. It may be late 
before you get back,”
"Hurry, please, mother," -Saldnthe boy, "I want to there 
quickly to hear Jesus,"
"Yes, dear, '"said the mother, "here is your lunch. Stay 
close to Timothy, I hope that you will have a happy day, and 
when you come home you must tell me all about it. Good-bye, 
little son, " sai'd the mother, as she stooped to kiss him.
"Good-bye, mother, 1*11 tell you all about it when I come 
back, " and off he ran.
The little boy ran on to his friend*s house, and from 
there he and TBunothy started off to see Jesus.
The two friends walked on and they met many other people 
on the way, who were also going to see Jesus, Some were taking 
sick people for Jesus to cure. Some were those who were blind 
and deaf and- lame. They all hoped that Jesus would heal them.
For hours they walked, but the little boy did not get tired. 
At last they came to a hill, and they saw many, many people there. 
They were all very glad. Jesus was talking to the people.
But when Jesus saw the sick,the blind,the deaf, and the 
lame people coming, he stopped talking and began to heal them.
He touched the eyes of a blind nan and he could see. The little 
boy stood near. How surprised he was! "He has made that blind
man see," he said to Timothy,
"Yes," answered the fisherman, "and watch him now,"
Timothy watched Jesus as he touched the leg of a W. latob man.
The cripple 'threw away his cratches. He walked and run and
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jumped. Then he knelt down at Jesus* feet .and tried to thank 
him.
"Jesus has such a kind face," said the little boy, "I 
just love him,"
Then Jesus began to talk. The little boy could understand 
his stories, "I wish mother could hear them," lie thought. "I 
will tell them to her when I go home."
It grew later andjthe sun went down, but no one started 
for home. The pbople were too interested in what Jesus was 
saying. At last the disciples came to Jesus and said: "Send 
the people away, for it is getting late. They have nothing to 
eat and are far from their homes."
"I cannot send them away hungry," said Jesus. '"We will 
give them something to eat."
"How can we do so?" asked Philip, one of Jesus" helpers, 
"It would take a great deal of money to buy even a little food 
for each one of this large number."
The little bey was standing near. He heard what Philip 
said. He went up to Jesus and held out his little basket.
"Can you use my lunch?" he asked.
Jesus took it and thanked the little fellow. He opened 
the basket. There were five tiny loaves of bread, no bigger 
than our crackers, and|two little dried fish in it.
"Ask the people to sit down," said Jesus,
The little boy watched the people as they sat down on 
the green grass. Oh, how many there wereli^hey were dressed in 
bright colours*. They looked like beds of flowers. When all 
were seated he saw Jesus take his lunch and, looking up to
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heaven, ask God to bless the food.
And, as the^ boy watched, Jesus broke the bread and fish 
and gave some of the pieces to his disciples, when they- came 
up with baskets. There was enough to fill all the baskets.
The little boy saw the disciples pass the food to the people. 
When the baskets were empty they came back for more.
The little boy could not understand how it was, for he 
knew there had been only five little loaves and two small fishes 
at first and yet Jesus had more to give his helpers.
The people were hungry. They ate a great deal. The disci­
ples passed the food again and again. Each time they came back 
to Jesus he had more to give them.
At every one had all that he could eat. Not a man or woman 
or child in all that large number was hungry. The little boy 
had eaten all that he wished, too.
Then Jesus said, "Gather up that which Is left, so that 
nothing shall be wasted."
The little boy -saw the. disciples go onee more among the 
people and pick up the broken pieces of bread and fish. They 
filled twelve baskets full of- ifehese pieces. Then the people 
started for home.
"How good Jesus was to give us foodi" said one.
"How wonderful that there was enough for alii" said another.
The little boy rah along by Timothy's side. "I wish that 
mother had been there," he said, “lliisn't it good that she gaye 
me a lunch? Just think, Timothy, it was lunch that Jesus 
used! I am so giid I could help him.
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Oh, how eager he was to get back! He wanted to tell his 
mother all about what he had seen. He found her at the door 
walking for him,
"Hove you had a happy day?" she asfedd.
"0 mother, I wish you had been there," he said. "Jesus is 
so beautiful. He has such a Kind face. And, Mother, what do 
you think? There were crowds and crowds of people and he fed 
them all with my lunch!"
"Why, dear, what do you mean?" asked his mother.
Then the little boy told her all about it. "I*a so glad 
I could help Jesus," he said. "Won*t you go with me to-morrow 
to see him, mother?"




A MORNING RIDE 
THEME*--Friendly Helpers,
AIM,—To teach the joy and duty of service and helpfulness.
When Jack and Mary started out with their pony to drive 
that morning, they didn't know how very warm it was. If they 
had known, I don't believe they would have gone. The sxm shone 
hotter and hotter and by the time they turned tov/ard home they 
were both very uncomfortable.
The road where they were driving had no shade, “My, but 
it's hot!"said Jack. "Isn't iti" said Mary, “but don't try to 
make poor Gyp go any faster, for he is hot, too," If they had 
looked behind the little cart, t’hey could hardly have seen a 
thing, there was such a cloud of hot dust rising up where Gyp's
feet and the cart wheels had been.
The dust seemed to follow them and to settle down on the 
little boy and girl thicker and thicker. But they didn't look 
behind them, for away down the road beyond Jack savf something.
“What is that down yonder?" he asked, and they both looked 
straight ahead at something that seemed not to move and was 
just beside the wheel track. "Sure enoggh, what is it?" Said 
Mary, and they kept looking, trying to make out what it was.
As they went on they saw it was not a tree or a post, but some­
thing tha.t moved very slowly. Soon they both said, "Whyl it's an
old, old womani"
As they drew near, they saw that she carried a heavy bundle,
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and in one hand a strong stick to help her as she walked, 
for she was very old. Her clothes were coarse, but clean, and 
she wore a big sun bonnet. Her face was very kind as she turned 
to look at them.
"Rather queer, wasn’t she?" said Jack as they drove on*
Mary made no reply, but when they were close to the street^^ 
that led to their home, she suddenly clutched Jack's arm, and 
said, "Turn around! Turn Gyp around, quick!”
"What's the matter?" said Jack, a little surprised.
"That poor woman!" said Mary. "I've been thinking of her 
all the time! sht..i3. too old to be walking today in this heat, 
carrying that heavy bundle."
"I want home sometime today," said Jack, scowling.
"Oh, do hurry, Jack! Perhaps she-has fallen down," said
Mary.
Jack slowly turned Gyp's head, and he troHe^i tiack over the
hot dusty road, but no one was in sight.
They thought they had reached the place where the woman had 
been, and yet they saw no one. Then, just as they were about 
to give up looking, they found her. Under a shady tree, on a 
stone, she sat, wiping the perspiration from her hot, tired face. 
Her bonnet and bundle a nd stick were beside her. The minute he 
saw her Jack was glad tla t he had come back. He jumped quickly 
out of the cart and went over toward the woman, took off his
hat very politely, and said,
"Wouldn't you like to ride with us? Itis so warm to be
walking I"
"Wouldn't I*." said the woman. "I am very giid to ride, for 





bundle and placed it in the cart, Mary jumped out to take the 
little seat at the back, and Jack helped the tired woman to 
Mary’s seat. Gyp seemed to know that something good lad happeded, 
.for he trotted faster than before, as if he wanted to help these 
kind children, On and on they went until they came to the very 
door where the woman wished to stop, and there she got out.
But before they left her she said, "Bless you, and thank you 
both, kind children. But for you I might not :have reached 
here at all. Only good can come to young people who take such 
care of the old." Then the children drove home in silence.
Suddenly Jack said, "That was a kind thing for you to 
think of, Mary. I never, should have thought of it if it hadn’t 
been for you. Next time I’m going to think of it myself^
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Songs for the Beginners
1. Night and Day-“Carols, 19.
2. How Strong and sweet my Father*s oare--Carols, 43.
3. Morning hymn—Walker and Jenks, Songs and Games, 7.
4. Evening prayer--Poulsson and Smith, Songs of a little
Chlld*s Day.
5. The tulips—Riley and Gaynor, vol. 1, page 82.
6. In the Bethlehem stahle'-Pouisson and Smith, Songs of a
Little Child's Day.
7. A morning thanksgiving—Poulsson, Holiday Songs, 73.
8. Thanks for Pood--Poulsson and Smith, Songs of a Little
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11. The Violet--Baynor and Rileys Songs of the Child's
World, Vol.^ 1, #80.
12. The Bird's Nest—Riley and Gaynor, Songs of the Child's
World, vol. 1.
13. The Leaves' Party--Riley and Gaynor, Vol, 1, #^64.
14. Snow Fiakes--Riley and Gaynor, Songs of the Child's
World, vol, 1,
15. The Finger Family--(Kiley and Gaynor, vol. L.
16. Our Father's Care,--Melodies, 37,
17. Poppies,—Riley and Gaynor, vol. 1.
18. Good-Morning to All,--Hill, Song Stories for The
Sunday Schools, p, 1,
19. The Birdie's Song--Walker and Jenks, Songs and Games,
p. 10.
20. '^44444 Thanks for Daily Blessings--Hill, Song Stories for
the Sunday Schools, p. 3.
21, A Ghild*s Prayer--Gulld and Poor, The Little Child
in the Sunday School.
22, Little Lambs- so White and Fair--Walker and Jenks,
Songs and Games,
23, Jesus loves me this I know-'-Danielson and Conant,
Songs for Little People (First verse only)
